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Summary 


When James is accused and convicted, Jack takes it upon himself to rescue his favorite 
commodore. He has no idea how it will change their lives. 


Spolier alert - I'm a sucker for a happy ending. 


Notes 


I'd like to thank Count_Snarcula, who went through the entirety of this text, smacked me 
over the head when I screwed up, hive-fived me when I did something right, and 
encouraged all my stupid ideas <3 <3 <3 


The fic is finished and will be posted every day, unless pirates steal my internet, in which 
case the posting will resume at the earliest possible date. 


Enjoy and let me know if you did! 


Chapter 1 


Sauntering into Port Royal had been more fun when he had been able to actually... well... saunter. 
In his usual getup, Captain Jack Sparrow would have looked delightfully out of place in that poncy 
town and, once in the docks, he would have stood out like a beautiful flower among dead, fallen 
leaves. He liked to do that, always trying to be distinguishable, never letting his environment 
squash his appearance. 


Which was exactly why he was now dressed in the tamest set of clothes he owned. From earthly- 
brown breeches, through an oak-brown vest and a cream-brown shirt, to a chocolate-brown coat - 
he was as inconspicuous as he could be. If he had exchanged his bandana for something shit- 
colored, too, he could have as well pronounced himself Mr. Brown. 


Giving himself a mental slap, Jack shrugged, then pulled the spacious hood of the cloak he was 
wearing - Brown! - lower over his forehead and started, limping, down the road. His legs were just 
fine, but he had a feeling that nobody would pay any heed to a cripple stumbling through the town, 
so he adopted a persona much more humble than his usual antics, kept his head low, and trudged 
on. With some luck, he could walk into a few innocent passer-bys and relieve them of their purses. 


“Jack!” Elizabeth threw her arms around him as soon as the doors were closed and he was safely 
inside their small house. He hugged her back, grinning, then pulled away to cast a critical eye over 
her slim figure, zeroing in on her flat stomach. 

“My, my,” he said, turning to Will standing just to the side. “Ye haven’t been doin’ yer job 
properly, mate,” he criticized, winking, and Will blushed, before drawing him into a bear hug. 


“Or perhaps,” Jack went on when they parted, his eyes sparkling with mischief. “‘tis actually true 
that yer a eunuch...” He leered at Will, his teeth glinting with gold, until Will punched him 
playfully in the shoulder. Jack wheezed dramatically, stumbling back two steps, and Will laughed. 
“Tt’s good to see you, Jack.” 

“Ye, too, lad. Ye, too!” 

“Come,” Elizabeth beckoned, walking to another room, making the two men follow her. Like 
sheep, Jack thought. “There’s food and rum,” Elizabeth’s voice carried to them, however, and Jack 
decided he was good with playing sheep for a bit. 


It was much later when the missive came, and by that time, Jack was comfortably sprawled on a 
rather big sofa in the middle of the Turners’ drawing room. It was past sunset already, and to hear 
the doorbell ring startled them all. Elizabeth went to open the door, while Will tried to make 
himself presentable. They had agreed early on that, if anyone required their presence, they would 
just keep Jack in the drawing room and ask any unexpected guests to the living room at the other 
end of the house. It was much closer to the door anyway. 


To their surprise, Elizabeth returned alone, and rather quickly at that. She had a letter in her hand, 
one she was ripping open, and the only thing she muttered before she dove into reading it was 
“Groves looked scared.” 


It took her all of a minute to skim her eyes over the text, take it in, blink furiously, and read it 


again. Jack straightened up seeing the set of her jaw, getting tighter with every passing second. 
“Now, now, lass, no need to screw up those perfect teeth of yers,” he joked, coming to stand before 
her. Wordlessly, she shoved the letter at him, startling Will and Jack both when she collapsed into 
the nearest sofa like a rag doll. Intrigued, a bit scared himself, Jack started reading, while Will 
went to his suddenly pale wife and wrapped her in his arms. 


“So... he is to be hanged tomorrow at noon,” Will mused, gulping down his third glass of port. Jack 
winced. 


He still couldn’t comprehend what exactly was wrong with the Navy - with the whole world, 
probably - that they felt the need to hang one of their finest officers - Commodore James 
Norrington, now imprisoned and convicted. 


With a scrunch of his face so fierce he could feel it, Jack looked up when Will finally opened his 
mouth. 

“What exactly do they accuse him of?” 

“Displaying abominable vices and acting on them,” Elizabeth quoted, grimacing. “What does it 
even mean?” 

“Does it matter?” The blacksmith interjected. “They are going to hang him. We have to do 
something!” 

“But what?” She asked helplessly, dragging her gaze to their pirate friend. “Admiral Shortpike is a 
very stubborn man. And my father is currently in London.” 

“Don’t ye worry, darling.” Jack grinned his winning smile. “I'll get our dear James out of the tight 
spot and he’ll be right back ta hunting me through t’ seas.” With a bow, he made to exit, when 
Elizabeth’s voice stopped him dead in his tracks. 


“He’s being held at the fort. I don’t think you can just smuggle him through the guards.” 

“Ah,” Jack muttered, twirling around, biting his lip as his brain worked on possible solutions. It 
was, indeed, a rather pressing problem. He should get his crew to help, lazy scoundrels that they 
were. 

“Lizzy,” he said, smiling charmingly. “Me Pearl is moored in a small cove just north of yer lovely 
house. If ye’d be so nice as to take a lantern, go to the cliff and signal Mr. Gibbs to come ashore?” 


That said, he went back to the door, grabbing his brown cloak as he went, throwing it over his 
shoulders. Will and Elizabeth followed, twin expressions of surprise evident on their faces. 

“T shall be back in a couple of hours,” Jack announced by the way of a goodbye, then went out with 
a flash of golden teeth. 


Under normal circumstances, Jack wouldn’t think even for a moment to creep through bushes, but 
those were no normal circumstances. A bit disgruntled, he dove between tall branches, making his 
way slowly through leaves and twigs, happy when the first buildings came into view. They 


provided him with enough shadows to comfortably hide in, and so, Jack moved through the 
darkness silently, coming closer to the center. 


Port Royal had a small market in the middle, surrounded by modern houses and older buildings 
alike, some of them holding shops and taverns. There were a few nice nooks and alleys in which a 
skillful pirate could hide a whole ship if he chose to, and Jack grinned, creeping onward, pausing 
before the main road leading to the fort. This was where they would parade poor Norrington 
tomorrow, cuffed probably, to the gallows a bit to the side of the main square. It was technically 
located on the fort premises, but it was more open than the fortress sprawled over the hill, and Jack 
took in the low wall on one side and the entrance on the other. There would be guards there 
tomorrow, but those could be easily distracted. Getting Norrington out would be more tricky, but 
the captain was confident in his abilities and his ongoing romance with Lady Luck. She could be a 
bitch sometimes, but when he needed her help, she was always there. 


Footsteps sounded down the alley, and Jack jumped to the side, blending into the shadows 
seamlessly, waiting for the late-night stroller to pass him. Once the man disappeared out of sight, 
Jack leaned out again, observing the road. It was wide enough to dock a ship, but he knew it would 
be packed with merchants and salesmen come morning, their stands taking away half of its surface 
easily. While it could make the escape harder, Jack found himself thinking about opportunities it 
provided, such as conveniently placed crates of apples and herds of animals waiting to be sold... or 
set loose. Satisfied, a plan forming slowly in his head, Jack turned around and retraced his steps. 


By the time he made his way back to the Turners’, it was well after midnight already. Despite the 
hour being late, the whole household was awake, with new guests sitting in the drawing room, 
passing bottles between them. Gibbs, Scrum, Ragetti and Pintel - not a huge group, but big enough 
to struggle through a heroic saving of the good commodore. 

“Mr. Gibbs!” Jack greeted, after he slipped into the house silently, taking his hat off and handing it 
to his Quartermaster, exchanging it for some rum. A few gulps, a satisfied hum, and an insolent 
smirk later, and Jack was sitting on the sofa, leaning forward as he explained his plan. 


“So... what do ye think, eh?” He asked once he was done, glancing triumphantly from one face to 
another. Elizabeth was frowning rather badly, Will was doing a perfect impersonation of a shored 
fish, while Pintel and Ragetti just stared at him uncomprehendingly. Scrum seemed deep in 
thought, while Gibbs... Well, Gibbs had a glint in his eyes and an expression on his face not unlike 
the last time Jack had shown him a map to a forgotten treasury in the middle of Singapore. 

“Aye!” The quartermaster agreed, raising the bottle he held in his right hand, his left wrapped 
securely around Jack’s hat. 

“But...” Elizabeth stuttered, then fell silent again. 

“How are you going to stop the guards?” Will asked, skeptical. Jack grinned. 

“Goats, lad. Goats!” He exclaimed, eyes flashing to Gibbs, who grinned. 

“Aye! I know the merchant next to the goat herder.” 

“Good man!” Jack saluted him with rum, then took a long drag. “They want ta hang him at midday, 
we need to be there early tomorrow.” 

“Aye, Captain!” 

“Now, lad,” the pirate turned to Will. “Do ye happen to have any firearms ‘round here?” He asked, 
making Will’s frown match Elizabeth’s. 

“Firearms?” 


Commodore James Norrington had always been a sight to behold, no matter his state. He could 
have been angry, triumphant, happy or exasperated, and Jack had always paused to look at him with 
an appreciative stare, before he had continued on - escaping, most often. There was something 
about Norrington’s satisfied smirk, about the furious set of his jaw and about his eyes glinting like 
cold steel bathed in sea water that made Jack stutter, unfailingly, every time he saw the man. 


Now, Jack paused for a very different reason. 


Commodore Norrington was no more, and in his place, James stood - just a man, clad in a dirty 
shirt and a matching pair of ripped breeches. His immaculate wig was gone, his hair wild and 
filthy, in tune with the rest of his visage. He looked, for all intents and purposes, like a pirate. Jack 
halted, letting a cart pass in front of him - a cart filled with explosives neatly tucked under heaps of 
hay. It was to be placed a few yards from the main entrance, waiting patiently to be a sufficient 
distraction for the many soldiers gathered at the gallows. Looking to the side, Jack grinned, seeing 
Gibbs and Scrum moving unnoticed through the square, their coats pulled tightly around them, 
hiding muskets and a few grenades just for show. 


A distraction, Jack thought, that was all they needed. 


Jack’s optimism died halfway through James’ walk to the gallows, after he had gotten a better 
glimpse at the officer. His hands were shackled, as expected, but his wrists were rubbed raw, angry 
red and swollen. His face had a few bruises and there were distinct bloody patches on his back, the 
crimson seeping through the thin, dirty material of his shirt. Why flog someone meant to be hanged, 
Jack thought furiously, then moved on, taking his position in the crowd. 


Soon enough, they were at the gallows, and an officer he recognized led James up, excessively 
careful of his evident injuries. Good man, Groves. The gentle handling hadn’t earned him the 
approval of the other red coats, unfortunately, and another man stepped up, grabbing James by one 
arm and shoving him forward, making him stumble. Norrington’s eyes scrunched shut when he 
fell, a whimper leaving him as harsh hands stood him up again. Jack ground his teeth so hard they 
started to hurt. He glanced to the far end of the square, noticing Pintel in a beggar’s outfit, 
handsomely paid for earlier that morning. Pintel nodded at him, leered, then disappeared in the 
crowd. Jack knew Ragetti would be close by. With all of them ready and in their respective 
positions, all they had to do was wait for the right moment. 


James Norrington was ready to die. He had made his peace with the world, had left his sword to be 
given back to Turner after his death, knowing it would be in good hands. Standing at the gallows, 
with two officers shackling his feet as well - why, he couldn’t comprehend, maybe to stop him 
from running away - James was quite resigned to his fate. 


Once they were done, they stepped back and walked down, leaving only him and the executioner 
in front of the crowd. A crier came forth, a roll of parchment in his hands, and proceeded to make a 
show of unfurling it and getting everyone’s attention. James grimaced, shifting his weight. The 
shirt was sticking to his abused back, his skin on fire already. Standing was hard in his state, the 
nausea was making itself known, and he wasn’t sure if he could keep at it for long enough to be 
hanged. 


Wouldn’t that be a turnabout, he thought rakishly, to die before they could hang him properly. 


He knew that he was bleeding again - the handling he had received from the prison guards had 
opened up his wounds anew. He could feel warm blood trickling down his back, mixing with 
sweat, stinging when it fell into new cuts. His head hurt, too - courtesy of the prosecutor’s right 
fist. Trying to flex his fingers, groaning when his wrists protested the movement with pain 
shooting all the way up to his elbows, James closed his eyes for a moment, fighting the vertigo. 
Oh, to escape right now... 


“What in the name of God is going on?!” Came a shout and he blinked blearily again, gaze 
focusing on the crowd in front of him. There was a commotion, he realized, raised voices and the 
general twitchiness of the people in front of him attesting to something happening behind the 
gathered- 


Goats. 


A few of the animals broke through the line of the crowd, running around scared and wild, 
bumping into everyone. The guards tried to herd them back, using their rifles in lieu of shepherd’s 
crooks, but to no avail - every time a goat got herded back to its friends, another one popped out, 
kicking and head-butting everyone on its way. 


Shocked, James watched in amazement as an old, hunched-over beggar rolled in, swiftly making 
his way through the animals, then ducking under the gallows. Intrigued, Norrington tried to lean 
forward to follow the man with his eyes but, before he could move from his spot, iron-like fingers 
curled around his arm, jerking him back. 

“Tf that’s your lover trying to break you out, he’ ll be disappointed,” one of the guards sneered right 
into his ear, holding him securely in place. James was about to answer when a cry pierced the air, 
followed by an echo from the crowd. 


“Fire! Fire!” Someone screeched, others joined in, and James dragged his gaze to where a dark 
cloud of smoke could be clearly seen rising from behind one of the walls. It was a very important 
wall, he knew - behind it, in close proximity, an additional armory was located. It was under tight 
surveillance usually, but - he guessed - it wasn’t everyday that they hanged the former commodore. 
The red coats manning it probably got an hour off to see the show, leaving the spot vulnerable. The 
soldiers gathered for the hanging must have realized it, too, for they started to glance nervously at 
the governor seated in the auditory, their hands gripping their muskets with sweaty fingers. 


“Go!” The officer holding him screamed the order out, “he is not going anywhere!” He punctuated 
the statement with another tug to James’ arm, jarring his sore back. Dark spots swam through his 
vision as he fought a wave of pain, before suddenly, he was free, falling to the ground with a groan. 
He looked up, stunned when he saw the beggar from earlier, now posed behind the officer with a 
pistol in his hand, which he pointed at the guard’s head. 


“Now,” the beggar sneered and James frowned, catching a glimpse of his eerily familiar face. 
Surely- “Give me tha’ nice sword 0’ yers,” the man went on, collecting the weapon from the 
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officer’s shaking hands. “Turn around, darlin’. 


As James watched, the officer was slowly walked down the steps of the gallows, then knocked 
unconscious. 

“Better if they don’ see the body,” the beggar muttered once he was back, helping James to stand 
up and leading him into the crowd. 


As far as luck went, James was not one to count on his, so he wasn’t going to question his rescuer, 
not while he was still as weak as a kitten and unable to walk unaided. He winced with every step, 
groaning and biting his tongue to stop the sound, his shackled feet and hands burning. Stiffly, they 
made their way through the people, startling and hesitating only briefly when an explosion 


sounded, quickly followed by a few smaller ones. Citizens were running around like headless 
chickens, creating enough commotion to distract the soldiers. 


People would probably notice his disappearance soon, James thought, clenching his jaw tightly, 
determined to make his feet move. The beggar didn’t seem to mind their slow pace, weaving their 
way through panicking townsmen, until their path was blocked by two red coats. Swords drawn, 
the officers advanced, and James felt around his waist for his weapon out of instinct, before he 
realized that he didn’t have one. 


Seeing his quick demise approaching, James felt himself give up slowly, his fight leaving him 
more and more. With the lack of hope, his whole body started hurting even more, and he was close 
to collapsing again, when suddenly, the soldiers in front of them yelped. A literal rain of apples 
came from nowhere, falling on them and distracting them enough for one of the goats to barrel 
through and take the legs out from the man to their left. He fell down like a stack of bricks, 
knocking his head on the ground and sprawling there, half-conscious. Out of the corner of his eye, 
James spotted a group of kids running away into the crowd, apples falling from their hands. 


Left only with one soldier, while still unarmed, James was ready to throw himself forward and risk 
getting run through - freedom was just at his fingertips. Earlier, he had caught but a weak taste of it, 
shimmering and changing like a breeze on a hot day, but now... now he could see it, right in front 
of him, weaving along the paths leading out of this godforsaken town. 


The soldier snarled at them, angrily staring them both down, then raised his sword again, 
advancing. James knew that he would need to be Jack bloody Sparrow to pull this one off, unless 
his unexpected beggar-friend had another ace up his sleeve. 


As it turned out, an ace wasn’t required. All it took was a musket ball to the leg, aimed perfectly at 
the soldier. James didn’t know where the shot had come from or who had fired it - he was content 
to be half-dragged forward, fighting exhaustion until they entered a dingy alley, where he collapsed 
against the nearest wall, breathing shallowly. 

“Come on, Commodore,” the beggar said, lowering his hood and showing himself to James fully. 
Norrington frowned. 

“You are one of Sparrow’s, aren’t you?” He wheezed, taking the man in. 

“Aye. An’ ye need t? come wit’ me now.” That was apparently the end of talking, for in the next 
moment, James found himself pulled along dirty streets and dense bushes, concentrating all his 
powers on not stumbling. 


Finally, after what felt like a whole day of walking at a brisk pace, he was thrown over a horse. No, 
not seated upon - thrown across the saddle, while a young boy with an angelic face led the beast 
out of the bushes and behind a few houses. Once they were out of the town and close to the forest, 
the boy climbed behind him and kicked the animal into a quicker gait, leading them down a 

narrow trail. 


“You’re a good man, James Norrington,” the boy said, his voice so familiar James startled. “We 
couldn’t let you hang.” 

“What?” He muttered, trying to move, but the horse jarred him too much to sit up, allowing him 
only to twist his head to the side. When his eyes landed upon the young face again, James almost 
fell down. “Elizabeth!?” 


She had her cheeks smeared with soot, turning her features into a more manly composition. With 
her hair tied back and hidden under a raggy hat, she passed for a boy easily. Norrington felt his 
world slowing and tilting dangerously, before he realized that he was, in fact, being lowered to the 
ground by another pair of hands. Struggling to keep his eyes open, he looked up, noticing a set of 


black sails and a boat approaching quickly. He wanted to chuckle, to grumble about bloody pirates 
and stupid ideas. His body gave up at that moment, though, and he slipped unconscious into the 
sand. 


Chapter 2 


“Everybody back?” Jack shouted, getting onto his beloved Pearl, looking wildly around. Most of 
his crew was on the deck, staring at him, waiting for orders. Scrum, busy at the rigging, threw a 
loud “aye, Capt’n” over his shoulder, then climbed higher up. Jack nodded, swirling when Gibbs 
stepped closer. 

“Capt'n, the heading?” 

“Ah,” he frowned, not having thought about that before. “Tortuga, for starters. An’ we can pick 
our way from there later on.” 

“Aye!” Gibbs made to leave, but Jack grabbed his arm. 

“Mr. Gibbs.” He tugged him to the side, squinting at a young pirate that scurried hurriedly out of 
their way. “How is he?” 

“The commodore?” Gibbs leaned in confidentially. “He’s bad, Jack. Unconscious, mostly, and he’s 
been hurt rather badly.” 

“Jonesie with ‘im?” 

“Aye. We removed the shackles and the lad is doctorin’ on ‘im now.” 

“Good man,” Jack praised, clapping him on the arm, then looked around to scrutinize the crew. 


They were all setting sail rather slowly, and - knowing well that soon every soldier in Port Royal 
will be after their sorry backsides if they didn’t disappear quickly - he turned back to Gibbs. 

“All hands make more sail, Mister Gibbs. We need out of here, now.” 

“Aye, Capt’n!” The old sea dog answered, straightening and repeating Jack’s order in a bellowing 
voice. With the crew under control and the wind finally blowing into the black sails, Jack left the 
helm in Gibb’s capable hands, while he went to check on his precious cargo. 


He had ordered his men to put Norrington into the captain’s quarters, knowing it was the only 
place luxurious and private enough to fit the former commodore. Especially now, with the wounds 
he had received, it should be appreciated. Or so Jack had thought, before he waltzed into his cabin, 
only to be met with a fierce green glare of those amazing eyes. The pirate paused, noticing Jonesie 
fiddling with something at the table in the corner, then focused all his attention on one James 
Norrington, sitting on Jack’s cot, looking startlingly pale against the burgundy sheets behind him. 


“Heard ye were unconscious, mate, but look at ye, yer alive!” Jack exclaimed, throwing his hands 
in the air just for the theatrics, his accent overly heavy. “Goodie! Jonesie!”” He barked, making the 
mate jump up. 

“Captain?” He was young... probably too young to be sailing with a gaggle of scoundrels such as 
them. But he was also competent in all medicinal fields, and Jack had taken a liking to him. 
“How’s our dear commodore farin’?” 

“A few broken ribs, lots of bruises, his back is in a bad state, his wrists...” Jonesie rattled off, then 
hesitated, cringing. Jack’s eyes went to Norrington’s hands, taking in the raw, bloodied mess. It 
looked painful, and Jack felt a twinge of sympathy deep in his gut. 

“Ye done here, then?” He asked the lad, to which he received a small headshake. 

“Not yet, I need to get the wrists done still, but...” 

“But?” 


Instead of an answer, Jack got a slightly scared look thrown back, Jonesie’s gaze falling at the 
general spot where Norrington was sitting. Jack frowned, seeing the glare that was still ongoing, 
noticing the tight set of James’ jaw and the way he seemed to tilt to the right slightly. With a nod, 
Jack turned back to Jonesie. 

“Mind waiting outside for a bit?” Even disguised, it was not a question but an order, and one the 
lad deciphered perfectly. Swiftly, he side-stepped the captain and walked out, closing the door 


silently behind him. Jack dedicated a moment to stare quietly at the man in front of him, before he 
came closer. His sudden movement made James jerk back in a brainless attempt at getting away, 
which only caused him to moan pitifully. He bit his lip and watched Jack through eyes narrowed 
with pain, until he was forced to close them, overwhelmed. 


“James,” Jack started, but was cut short by a weak snarl. 

“Commodore.” Norrington corrected, his voice raspy. 

“Not anymore, me thinks,” he grinned charmingly, an act that went completely unnoticed, because 
James, after a brief flicker to his face, had averted his gaze again, hanging his head tiredly. Jack 
hesitated, then knelt down, trying to make Norrington look at him again. 


“Commodore,” he inquired, more delicate than any naval officer should necessitate. But Jack knew 
well what humiliation and pain could do to a man, the wreckage they could cause. Before him was 
nobody else but a man hanging on the last threads of his shred dignity. “D’ ye happen to have 
anythin’ against me good lad Jonesie?” 

“T don’t want...” Norrington gasped out, his face scrunching up, a testament to just how hurt he 
really was. “Any of your... filthy pirates... touching me... least of all... your cabin boy.” 


The words were barbed, but the tone lacked any real heat. Jack tutted, frowning, recognizing the 
instinctual lashing-out for what it was. He’d had his fair share of snarling at others in moments of 
weakness - a long way in the past, but still there - and he was determined not to rise to the bait. 
“Now, look ‘ere, Commodore, | ain’t never got a cabin boy, an’ I never will, savvy?” He corrected, 
his skin prickling when he remembered the lewd stories shared among fellow captains. They 
always gloated about their boys, their pride bigger the younger the lad was. Whether the objects of 
such stories were willing participants was always left in the shadows. Jack had another name for 
what they were doing, and the pointy end of his sword if he ever happened upon one of such 
captains with the aforementioned boys. He also had a few free posts on the Pearl, should any of the 
younglings require a safe trip to the nearest port or a place to be for an indefinite stretch of time. 


“T thought that was a pirate tradition,” James sneered, albeit quietly, tearing Jack out of his 
musings. 

“T thought following t’ law was a naval tradition, and yet, ‘ere ye are,” he retorted, then shook his 
head, sending the trinkets in his hair flying with a jingle. “Listen, mate... yer hurt and ye need help. 
I can provide it, but ye need to stop being all...” Jack waved his hands wildly at James, “hissy-like. 
Besides, ye didn’t seem to mind Jonesie takin’ a look at yer back.” 

“T was unconscious,” Norrington ground out, sending him a glare. Jack grinned. 

“And yet yer breeches are still on.” He paused, eyeing the tattered material critically. “Whatever’s 
left of them, anyway.” That comment earned him a small snort of amusement, pained though the 
sound was. Norrington’s face scrunched up in something that might have been a smirk back in the 
day, but now looked more like a grimace. Jack hummed, tilting his head to the side. 


“Come on, Commodore, don’ be a stubborn ol’ goat and make me beg to help ye.” 

“Beg? You?” James blinked at him stupidly. “Why would you do that?” 

“Because, contrary to popular belief, I actually like ye,” Jack explained, irritated when the only 
reaction he got in return was more astonished blinking. 

“You... what?” 

“Aye, I like ye. Yer all proper and honorable... not like those greedy simpletons running their 
phony soldiers to the ground at different ports. Yer a good man, Norrington. And ye’ve always 
been a challenge.” 

“One you finally won, right?” James huffed, curling up when his back protested the sudden 
movement of his ribs. “Why go to all this trouble if you’re just going to hang me from your 
yardarm? What is this? Fattening the pig for slaughter?” 

“For the last time - I don’t want ye dead!” Jack growled, scowling at him. “But it’s yer choice. 


Should I call Jonesie back in and let ‘im take care of yer hands, or should I have Gibbs find ye a 
nice sail to wrap yer body in, huh? Those things fester.” James dragged his gaze up, staring at him 
silently for a long moment. 

“Why should I trust you?” He asked finally, to which Jack smiled charmingly. 

“T’m Captain Jack Sparrow, luv. And I’ve never lied to ye.” 


It took some more staring, and Jack could practically see the cogs turning in James’ head, assessing 
the situation. It was so very far from good that James would need a new set of Singapore charts to 
get there. He was alone, disowned by his beloved Navy, with soldiers possibly trailing after them 
already, and James wasn’t stupid - he could see the dire straits he had found himself in. Taking a 
deep breath, wincing when it pulled at the open welts at his back, he gave a tentative nod. 


“Alright,” he agreed finally, quietly, and Jack stood up. 

“Smart man,” the captain praised, then leaned over to push a few pillows around his cot. It was a 
big one, suspended on sturdy chains, definitely wide enough to accommodate two or even three 
people comfortably. James eyed him warily when the hands - now done stacking the pillows up - 
landed on his shoulders. “Come on,” Jack prompted, “let’s get ye more horizontal, ye look ready to 
keel over.” 


He let himself be arranged on his side, both hands in front of him, while Jack pulled a suspiciously 
soft blanket over him, dragging it as high as his waist, leaving his injured back uncovered. The 
material was rich and had a small floral pattern, almost invisible against the deep burgundy 
background, and James couldn’t help being astonished at just how luxurious it felt. A pirate 
captain sleeping like a king, he thought, silently amused, before Jack straightened up and called for 
Jonesie. 


The lad shuffled in, eyeing James carefully, then went to the table again, grabbing a bowl and a 
handful of miraculously clean rags. When he situated himself on a small stool and started to 
examine the wounds carefully, James realized that Jack wasn’t going anywhere. The pirate stood a 
bit to the side, just behind the young lad, his curious eyes silver-quick on Jonesie’s nimble fingers. 


Time crawled by slowly, filled with probing touches and low commands to flex his fingers - 
commands which he did his damndest to follow, but failed miserably. He could only twitch a bit, 
his thumbs being in the best shape, the rest of the delicate ligaments in his hands torn or rendered 
useless with the swelling of his flesh. The skin was broken in a few places, puffy and angry-red, 
forcing a pained whimper through his throat when Jonesie tried to clear it. It earned them a low 
growl from Jack and, with a start, James understood that the captain’s displeasure wasn’t directed 
at him, but at the lad doing his best to patch him up. 


“Careful,” Jack hissed when James jerked his arm away on instinct, tearing it out of Jonesie’s 
grasp. The lad glanced nervously at Sparrow, but the man’s eyes were fixed on the bleeding 
wound, his fingers materializing close and curling tenderly over undamaged parts of his hand, 
coaxing it forward again. Jonesie resumed his actions, but his movements became a bit less sure, a 
little more twitchy. He was undoubtedly stressed about his captain hovering over the proceedings, 
and James felt sorry for him. Jack could be intimidating when he wanted to be, and now, without 
even trying, just with his silent, hawk-like focus, he must have been terrifying to the young man. 


“Surely you have other things to do, Captain,” James suggested, cringing when Jonesie poured 
something watery over his right wrist. It was a lot worse than the left, the wounds close to festering 
and burning fiercely when the greenish infusion flooded in. “I’m fine,” he added shakily, trying to 
force on a smile. Jack’s scowl told him he hadn’t managed anything else but a grimace. 

“T can see yer bone there, mate,” Jack observed, inclining his head and looking pointedly at the 
worst part of the wound. “An’ I’m pretty sure yer fine self has not taken any of the cursed Cortez’ 


gold.” 


They fell silent for a longer time, Jonesie’s nervous fingers working quickly, before finally, after 
another unintentional twitch that brought a spike of pain - and a sharp gasp coming from James - 
Jack finally relented, stood up and left the cabin. Breathing a sigh of relief, Norrington let himself 
wince freely, Jonesie glancing at him apologetically as he went on with his duty, his hands getting 
progressively steadier. He was done quickly, too, and left James with a stern order to rest. 


Almost an hour had passed before Jack waltzed back in, two steaming bowls in hands. He closed 
the door with his foot, balancing in a way that appeared drunken, but which Norrington suspected 
to be only a play. It proved to be true a moment later when Jack settled the bowls down on the table 
with a flourishing bow, his expression that of an English butler. After a moment of consideration, 
he pulled a bottle of wine from behind a sea chest he had standing in one of the corners, a 
ridiculous addition to anyone knowing Jack and therefore aware of his love for rum. 

“The dinner is served,” he pronounced with a grin, then frowned, taking James in. 


There was still a grimace of pain on his face, even though he tried to hide it as he struggled into a 
sitting position. His back was killing him, his hands were unoperational, and his ribs loudly 
protested any kind of movement. 

“You do look bloody awful,” Jack observed, then glanced back at the table. “Can you make it, or 
shall I arrange a chair filled with cushions an’ carry ye over there?” 


Norrington blinked slowly, then tried to move his leg experimentally. He could shuffle it forward a 
bit, before his back voiced its displeasure, muscles getting tight. 

“T don’t know,” he muttered, slumping a bit. Everything hurt. And he was tired... exhausted really. 
A few nights in the gaol with unfriendly guards had done a number on him. They had all been men 
he had refused to promote in the past - a clear oversight on his part, given the circumstances. They 
had not been pleased with the way their lives had turned out, and thus, taking it all out on the 
former commodore had been the natural course for them... their own personal flaws 
notwithstanding, of course. 


Somewhere in the background, Sparrow tutted and shuffled closer - James wasn’t sure, he had 
closed his eyes to ride out the wave of nausea that had suddenly hit him. It was as if his body, 
when finally presented with a chance of winding down, had run away from him and started to 
crumble. 


The shuffling stopped, a small jingle sounded, and the cot creaked a bit as Sparrow sat down next 
to him. James, breathing shallowly and way too quickly, looked to the side, taking in the steaming 
bowl held in tar-stained hands. 

“What’s that?” He inquired. 

“Poison.” Jack deadpanned, rolling his eyes, then twisted until his front was to Norrington’s side, 

one of his legs hiked up. “Chicken stock, an’ very good... or so I’ve been told. T’ boys had some 

time to get fresh goodies while we were out plotting yer rescue.” 


The explanation was delivered in what James had come to call the Lazy Pirate Drawl, which must 
have been quite telling about his life so far. Too much time spent on boring paperwork instead of 
chasing said pirates across the seas, apparently... a bit more of that and he would surely have 
forgotten what a bunch of tardy louts they all were, not to mention his own sedentary lifestyle 


would have soon rendered him lousy, too. Well, here he was at last, in the midst of it this time, it 
seemed. 


Reluctantly, he took the bowl, setting it down in his lap with trembling hands. Even this simple 
move hurt, pain crawling all the way to his elbows, and James gritted his teeth when he took hold 
of the spoon. It shook in his grasp, whatever soup he had managed to gather in it splashing around 
and back into the dish. With a sigh, Jack reached out to help, to grab the spoon probably, but James 
tugged it away, hissing when it jolted something inside his arm painfully. 

“Ye can do that,” the captain said pointedly, scowling, “or ye can let me help ye.” 

“T refuse to be spoon-fed,” he protested, and Jack scoffed. 

“Yer getting all commodorish again, aren’t ye? What, is help from a pirate tha’ hard to stomach?” 
There was a sneer in his voice, and James shook his head minutely, swallowing hard. “Or maybe,” 
Jack continued in a thoughtful tone, “yer just so attached to yer dignity ye’d rather let it kill ye...” 


To that, James had no answer, other than glaring at his bandaged wrists. Sparrow had hit the nail 
right on the head, so to speak, and James had no more arguments. He had lost his life, his career, 
his home... probably his bloody name, too, once his father realized he wasn’t the best of sons. The 
least he could do right now was to feed himself with his own bloody hands. 


Except, they weren’t cooperating, so more soup ended back in the bowl than in his mouth. 
Thankfully, after his initial comment, the captain had dropped the subject, choosing instead to busy 
himself with his own meal, polishing it off in no time. He went on to a small desk in the corner of 
his cabin then, bringing out maps and focusing on them, ignoring James for the next half an hour. 
Once he was done, Norrington tried to rise to put the bowl back on the table, but just a simple meal 
proved to be more exhausting than he had anticipated and, as soon as he stood, his body gave up. 
Tilting sideways, he stumbled against the wall, one hand shooting out on instinct to catch his fall, 
which only resulted in pain shooting up his arm when he banged it against the hull. 


He was vaguely aware of the noise he was making, a whimper so wild it sounded like a hurt 
animal. His vision blurred a little, and he blinked rapidly, trying to regain his bearings, praying that 
his legs would at least hold him upright. Before he could as much as shuffle forward, there were 
hands on him, sneaking under his arms, carefully avoiding any of his injuries. 

“Wha’ the bloody hell d’ye think yer doin’?” Sparrow scolded, pulling him away from the wall and 
pushing him back on the bed, settling him down with much more care than James would ever 
suspect the pirate to be capable of. 


“Do ye want to crack yer head open as well?” The captain asked, scowling, his accent thick. He 
forced Norrington to lie down again on his side, covering him up to his waist. Then, he turned 
around and started picking shards of ceramic from the floor, and James belatedly realized he must 
have dropped the bow] earlier. 

“T’m sorry,” he mumbled, to which Jack just shrugged, and waved him off. 

“Doesn’t matter,” he declared, turning to one of the windows. He opened it and dumped the ruined 
bowl outside without a second glance. “Don’t want ye falling face-first into it the next time ye 
decide to be stupid.” 


Once he was done, he turned around, looking at James again, taking him in. Jack had never been 
big on soldiers - especially Navy men, since they were quite set on ruining his plans - but he had to 
admit that there was something very alluring in the way Norrington tried to cling to the remnants of 
his commodorish self. The dignity was there, trampled over and cut up into taters, its shine 
tarnished but still visible. The captain of the Black Pearl had always appreciated it when men had a 
moral code to follow, even if their personal beliefs didn’t agree with his own. It was very 
interesting, then, to learn why exactly had this paragon of respectability found himself at the 
bottom of that mucky sea the society calls ethics. 


“So wha’ did ye do, eh?” Jack asked, grabbing a chair and dragging it closer to his cot, before he 
sat down on it heavily. He eyed Norrington, his gaze traveling over the defiant expression on his 
face. Quite handsome, this one. 

“T did what was right.” The reply was calm and low. For some reason, the words made the captain 
chuckle. 

“They don’t hang their precious commodores for doin’ the right thing...” 

“Apparently they do,” James retorted with a sigh. 

“Nay,” Jack mused, tilting his head to the side and regarding the man thoughtfully. “‘There’s gotta 
be more to that, me thinks. And,” he raised a finger in the air, then waved it at Norrington, “I bet 
tha’ puppy-eyed Lieutenant of yers got somethin’ to do with it. What was his name? Grapes? 
Graves?” 

“Groves,” Norrington muttered, wincing. 


Surprisingly, the correction made James clench his teeth tightly, before he exhaled long and slow. 
Jack watched him like a hawk, nodding for him to go on. 

“If you’re waiting for a tale, there is none,” Norrington made to shrug, then thought better of it. 
“Oh but there is!” Jack exclaimed with a leer, before he leaned back, sprawling in the chair. “Let’s 
see... Wha’ was it tha’ they called it? Displayin’ abominable vices an’ acting on ‘em?” The 
captain tutted, then his eyebrows crawled up, disappearing underneath his bandana. “I ain’t an 
idiot, Commodore, I know what yer Navy’s posh English means. Seems to me someone’s been a 
mite naughty...” He grinned, showing all of his golden teeth. 


James regarded him tiredly, then looked to the side. Jack almost crowed. 

“So, let’s have it! Is the mighty Commodore Norrington an invert like t’ rest of us, poor wet rats? 
Did they catch ye with yer breeches down?” 

“Tt wasn’t me,” James whispered, averting his gaze to the right, staring forlornly at the floor. He 
ignored most of what the captain had said, fixing upon this one information alone. “It wasn’t me 
that they caught.” 

“Well, who was it, then?” 

“Groves,” Norrington answered. “Him and another man... behind the Pig and Whistle.” 


Jack frowned. He knew the tavern well enough - it was usually full of the common folk, its 
standard lacking somewhat when it came to the officers. If another man had seen the young 
Lieutenant Groves in the dirty back alley behind the establishment, they had to have been looking 
for him, seeing as that type of narrow, smelly streets usually kept the Navy at bay. 

“So what,” he continued, intrigued. “They caught ‘im and wanted to hang ye? Doesn’t make sense, 
mate.” The Captain shook his head. 

“They didn’t know who they caught...” James took in a long breath, then let it out slowly, his eyes 
staring ahead. “They saw an officer with another man, that’s all they knew.” 

“Ah, yer beautiful red coats, eh?” 

“Blue. But yes.” He nodded. “Groves high-tailed it out of there, cutting through the bush and back 
to the Fort. They must have followed him.” 

“Still doesn’t explain why yer fine self was to be hanged.” 

“T was working late, and he burst into my office. I told him to hide, hoping they didn’t see his 
face.” He glanced at Jack, who leaned forward, elbows on his knees, as interested as if Norrington 
was his very own Scheherazade. 

“Ye didn’t tell them?” 

“No!” James barked out, then winced when the sudden intake of air echoed in the open wounds on 
his back. “No. They didn’t know who that was, so I thought that, with so little evidence, the matter 
would be put to rest without any serious inquiry...” 

“But it wasn’t.” Sparrow summed up, tilting his head to the side. 


James closed his eyes, swallowing heavily. He had spent some time in the gaol, re-thinking his 


choices, but he had never regretted what he had done that evening. That particular little part of the 
Articles of War had never agreed with him, ever since it had been introduced. If two men wanted 
to do some... activities together, there shouldn’t be a law forbidding it, not if both participants 
were willing. 

“In the absence of the perpetrator, Admiral Shortpike decided to prosecute me, as his Commanding 
Officer,” Norrington went on. 

“An’ ye didn’t protest.” 

“T thought I would get away with a slap to the wrist... A flogging maybe.” 

“Aye, ye got that.” Jack nodded empathically, his expression softening. “Ye know they did it just 
so that ye would reveal who the real offender was?” 

ES. 

“An’ ye didn’t.” 

“T couldn’t. 

“Yer full o’ surprises, Commodore.” With that, Jack stood up. “A fool wit’ a heart o’ gold.” And 
he nodded, that knowing smile of his firmly plastered to his face. “Rest, Jamie. Get yer strength 
back.” 


Chapter 3 


Over the course of the next few days, Jack was a constant and shockingly un-annoying presence in 
the cabin. It shouldn’t be a surprise, truly - after all, those were his quarters. What astonished 
James was the ease with which the captain gave his personal space up for him. Jack would come 
and go multiple times a day, seemingly in mundane pursuits, most often searching for something 
that he had misplaced. He would come inside and make a racket while looking for whatever 
elusive thing he had managed to get lost on that particular occasion, making small talk with James, 
before he exited empty-handed. Norrington observed him closely, mostly out of curiosity, and had 
come to the conclusion that it was all an act - Sparrow’s cabin was messy, but there was some 
sense to the chaos inside it, and there was no doubt in his mind that Jack knew perfectly where 
everything was. 


There were nights also, usually spent on conversation, until his still weak body gave up and he 
drifted off. In the morning, he would find Jack already up and about, drawing something on one of 
the charts or re-organizing his rather spectacular collection of animal teeth. Only once in the last 
four days had Norrington seen him asleep - he had woken up in the night, teeth chattering due to a 
fever, and his eyes blinked around blearily, just to land on the captain of the Black Pearl, sprawled 
in the chair that had somehow migrated closer to the cot for permanent residence. James had 
passed out after that and came to two days later, a cold cloth on his forehead and golden teeth 
grinning down at him from above. 

“Yer gonna live, mate,” Sparrow announced, fed him some wine, then was gone with a twirl of his 
coat, Jonesie taking his place and getting busy with Norrington’s bandages. 


In the evening that day, James was finally able to sit up unaided and without wavering like a 
certain drunken pirate. It was a small victory and he decided to celebrate it with a cup of wine Jack 
had brought in along with their meal. The drink was sweet and spicy, strong enough to get drunk 
on if he tried, and he sipped it indulgently, reclining on the cot. Jack was sitting on the edge of it, 
hands fluttering wildly, his hair jingling with the simply idiotic amount of trinkets he had put in 
there. He was also babbling about... something, something including goats and angels, Norrington 
was no longer sure about what exactly, but he looked at the pirate sharply when he had been 
addressed. 

“...80 ye see, Jamie, no good deed goes unpunished,” Jack finished, looking down at the wooden 
floor and shaking his head, splaying his arms wide. James watched the display with narrowed eyes, 
his gaze immediately drawn to the P branded on Sparrow’s forearm. 

“Good deeds, huh?” He asked, incredulous. “What would you know about good deeds, pirate? 
Don’t you spend your days pillaging and plundering?” He asked, probably with more spite than he 
had meant. His back was still hurting, as were his wrists, and really, after spending so much time 
confined to the mad captain’s quarters, there was no surprise that James was feeling a bit cranky. 


Jack cocked his head to the side, his kohled eyes turning dark. He looked serious suddenly, as if a 
storm was coming that only he could see. 

“Right, because in yer funny, little, soldier brain pirates can’t be good men, ey?” Sparrow 
muttered, more to himself, even if he was staring straight at James. It sounded suspiciously chilly, 
as if the words themselves were covered in snow, and Norrington was slightly worried he would 
inevitably wreck himself against a stray iceberg if he wasn’t careful. In any case, angering the 
captain to whom you owed your life was not the proper conduct, so he made to apologize, but right 
before he had any chance of doing so, a booming voice rang outside, announcing they had reached 
land. 


And just like that, Jack was up and walking out, leaving James to himself in the half-darkness 


surrounding him, broken only by a couple of guttering candles. 


In the morning, James learned that the land they had reached turned out to be a small island 
somewhere off Tortuga. It was tiny enough not to be of much interest to the Navy, and so James 
had never found a good reason to set foot on it. Right now, he would give a lot to be able to move 
around enough to actually climb down from the ship but, as it was, he could only walk the small 
distance from Jack’s cot to the door of his cabin, having to pause a few times on his way there, his 
injured body protesting his every step. 


The Pearl was curiously quiet, which meant that most of its crew had gone on land, leaving only a 
handful of people behind. That handful evidently involved Mr. Gibbs, who greeted Norrington as 
soon as he opened the door of Jack’s cabin, catching his inevitable fall when one of the boards in 
the deck misbehaved and tripped him. 

“Easy, Commodore,” the old sea dog reminded him, then eyed him skeptically. “Should ye be out 
an’ about already? Jack said to make sure ye rested some more...” 

“Tm fine.” Hopefully his voice wasn’t too shaky. 

“Sure ye are,” Gibbs agreed, shaking his head, then grabbed James’ arm and steered him away 
from the door and to the main deck slowly. “An’ since yer so fine, I’m gonna give ye a trip ‘round 
t’ Pearl.” 


The quartermaster was a pretty bulky man, possessing considerable strength when half-drunk, and 
Norrington was glad to be able to lean on him, even if he would never admit it out loud. He let 
himself be led, stepping forward cautiously, until they both arrived at the stairs to the quarterdeck. 
From there, a small town with a tiny port could be seen, so miniscule that the Pearl looked giant 
while moored to the thin pier. 


James grunted and groaned when Gibbs lowered him to a stack of ropes. He sat down heavily, then 
leaned with his side to the railing, turning his head and taking in the view. It was a peculiar place to 
be for someone like Jack Sparrow, and Norrington raised a curious eyebrow at the quartermaster. 
“What sort of mischief is Sparrow up to now, Mr. Gibbs?” 

“Mischief, Commodore?” The man frowned, uncomprehending, and James fought the need to 
snort. “There be no mischief.” 

“No? Don’t tell me Jack went to that island just to have fun and not to ransack it.” 

“Aye, Commodore. “Tis true.” 


Norrington blinked at him stupidly for a longer moment, expecting a punchline to appear finally, 
before it became apparent that there was no hidden context. 

“So I’m to believe this is the only port he won’t relieve of all they have.” 

“Aye.” 

“Why?” Now James was curious. Usually pirates robbed and plundered what they could, and such 
a tiny port would be no challenge. True, the amount of gold that was to be found here was probably 
less than in the Swann’s estate, but if there was any of it, it wouldn’t be hard to take away. 


Gibbs looked at him for a moment, squinting his eyes either because he was thinking hard, or 
because the sun was glaring a bit too much - Norrington couldn’t really tell. In the end, the old sea 
dog sighed and sat down next to him, on one of the steps leading up to the quarterdeck. 

“How much do ye know ‘bout t’ black gold trade, Commodore?” He asked slowly. 

“Slaves?” Norrington’s eyebrows sailed up. “Sparrow’s not a slave...” 


“Nay.” The quartermaster shook his head. “But he used ta be a privateer fer t’ East India 
Company.” 

“Really?” 

“Aye.” A vehement nod. “‘T all went south when Beckett asked ‘im ta ship slaves. Jack wouldn’t 
do it, an’ when they forced ‘im, he took a whole ship o’ slaves and let ‘em free on t’is little island.” 
“T imagine Beckett wasn’t very happy about that...” 


To say that James was surprised would be the understatement of the century. To hear that Sparrow 
had a good side was jarring enough - even with his own life saved by the infernal pirate, 
Norrington half-suspected to be held for ransom or used in another, undoubtedly creative way. It 
didn’t seem to be the case, however, and the more he listened to Mr. Gibbs, the wider his eyes 
opened. 


“Oh, Beckett was furious, ‘s what he was. He captured Jack, branded ‘im a pirate an’ sank ‘is 
beloved Wench,” the quartermaster continued, making James blink at him. The usage of the word 
sank in relation to some poor strumpet who had apparently been drowned seemed weird, but Gibbs’ 
vocabulary had left something to be desired even back when the old sea salt had been working 
under him. James doubted it had improved with time. Another thing that struck him was Beckett’s 
apparent zeal for cruelty. He knew that he was a violent man, but to hear that he would hurt a 
woman... 


When he voiced his concerns to the man, Gibbs only chuckled, shaking his head again. 

“Nay, Commodore. Beckett didn’t drown any poor hussy... although, seein’ Jack’s attachment to 
‘er, he might as well ‘ave,” he explained, then leaned in. “Jack’s ship, Commodore! Jack’s ship, at 
tha’ time was called t’ Wicked Wench.” 

“Oh.” James looked down at the deck under his feet. No wonder Jack was so attached to his Pearl 
now. 

“Aye. He fired a volley at ‘er, set “er on fire. He made Jack watch, too,” Gibs went on, sighing 
heavily. “‘Course, Jack bein’ Jack, ‘e went on an’ fought ‘is way through t’ guards, hopin’ to save 
‘er. Got a few scars ta show fer that.” 


James nodded along absentmindedly, thinking about how he had never noticed any of Jack’s scars, 
save for the obvious - the P was too distinct to overlook it. After all, it was exactly its purpose. 
Unperturbed, Gibbs continued. 

“Injured, he jumped inta t’ sea, swam right to “is Wench, an’ climbed aboard. ‘E tried ta put out t’ 
fire, but a mast broke off an’ fell right on ‘is arm, trappin’ ‘im there.” 

“How did he get out of there?” James asked, confused. “Who helped him?” 

“Davy Jones, Commodore,” the quartermaster said, his voice suddenly hushed. “T’ Wench sank, 
takin’ ‘er Captain along, an’ when Jones came ta collect ‘is soul, Jack made a deal with ‘im. Now, 
I don’t know t’ juicy details, but Jones raised t? Wench from t’ bottom o’ t’ sea an’ Jack repainted 
an’ renamed ‘er.” 


Norrington, upon hearing that, jerked his head up and looked sharply at the old sea dog. There was 
not a trace of mischief and, no matter how the story sounded - ridiculous, frankly, if you asked him 
- it also explained so much that he was not sure what to believe. He chose to give Gibbs the benefit 
of the doubt and to roll with the tale. 

“So that’s why he’s so attached to the Black Pearl?” 

“Oh aye!” Gibbs nodded solemnly. “‘S ‘er and ‘im, or nothin’, Commodore.” 


Norrington pondered it for a moment, but when he wanted to ask more, like what exactly Jack was 
doing on the island now, Gibbs was distracted by one of the fresh scoundrels in Sparrow’s ragtag 
group, and he stumbled away to help with the ropes. James sat by the rails for a bit longer, then - 
slowly and carefully - made his way back to Jack’s cabin. 


He was stupidly proud that he managed not to fall on his face even once. 


Late in the evening, Jack strutted into the cabin, a grin on his face and a drunken waver in his step. 
He swayed wildly for a moment, the way one would in a serious storm, then wobbled over to the 
chair still placed near the cot. James, very cautiously, levered himself into a half-sitting position, 
happy that his back had stopped protesting every tiny movement he made. There was still enough 
pain to make him cringe, and his wrists continued to look rather angry and inflamed, but the 
sensations were no longer akin to being stabbed at the smallest of twitches. 


Jack, suddenly serious, levelled him with a stare, his kohled eyes narrowing thoughtfully. He raked 
his gaze over Norrington’s whole frame, starting from his head, skimming over the borrowed shirt, 
ending on his legs, covered as they were in Jack’s expensive sheets. Even wearing a set of loose 
pantaloons underneath, James still felt ridiculously naked faced with that inquisitive gaze. 


After a longer moment, however, the pirate’s grin was back, his eyes acquiring their usual 
glimmer, and he cocked his head tipsily. 

“Ye seem ta be doin’ much better, Commodore,” he chirped, then leaned to the side, sticking one 
hand under the table. Whatever he was doing that for, it required him to tilt even further away from 
the cot, which in turn made him lose his balance. Not to be beaten by something as irrelevant as 
gravity, the captain thrust his other hand out to support himself, while he rummaged with the first 
one. After a few moments, he pulled a bottle from under the furniture, his satisfied crow loud 
enough to be heard outside. James just stared. 


“Deserves a toast, don’t’cha think, Jamie?” Sparrow proposed, then opened the rum with his teeth, 
spitting the cork out carelessly onto the floor. He saluted him with the bottle, before he guzzled 
down a considerable amount of the amber liquid inside. Once done, he offered the drink to James, 
who took it, only to stare at it. What he had learned earlier still weighed heavily on his mind, the 
picture of the captain slowly but surely shifting to a completely different image. That, combined 
with the way Jack seemed to mean him no harm, always being close to help - even if James usually 
tried his damndest to hiss him away - made for a radically contrasting figure to what he had 
anticipated Captain Jack Sparrow to be privately. 


“T owe you an apology,” Norrington said finally, his voice low enough to get lost in the ship’s 
ominous creaking. It was usually just a sound in the background, but right when he had spoken, the 
wood gave a louder rumble, almost as if the Pearl had acknowledged his words. 


Ridiculous. 


Jack turned his head and glared at the hull, before he focused his attention - drunken as it was - 
back on James. The pirate’s infernal smirk was nowhere to be found, and his eyebrows drew 
together in confusion. He blinked a couple of times, then titled his head back, puzzled. 

“Eh?” 

James sighed heavily, then he passed the bottle back to Jack without ever tasting the rum. 

“T owe you an apology... You were right,” Norrington went on, only resulting in making the 
captain appear even more bewildered. 

“Of’n am, ye have to be more specific, Commodore.” 

“T’ve heard that you helped people a lot in the past,” he clarified slowly. Sparrow’s face finally 
cleared, and he leaned back, sprawling in the chair. 


“Ah!” He exclaimed, not looking surprised at all. “Gibbs’ been runnin’ his tongue again.” 


An uneasy silence fell between them, broken only by small gasps at the end of each swallow that 
Jack took of the rum, until he eventually decided to speak. 

“Figure ye ‘ave questions, then?” He asked, more like swatting a fly than an actual opening. 
“Only... why?” 

“Why what?” This time, there was a bit of confusion showing again. “Why did I help people?” 
“You're a pirate,” he voiced his thoughts, then stared at Jack as if that alone was self-explanatory. 
“Don’t you value gold and treasure above all?” 

“Ye said it yerself, I’m t’ worst pirate ye’ve ever heard of,” the captain reminded him with a 
dazzling smile that, James was sure, was completely fake. It proved true just a moment later, when 
the grin disappeared as quickly as it had arrived, leaving Jack looking shockingly forlorn. 


“Sides,” the pirate continued, “people are not cargo, Jamie. Can’t sell ‘em however ye wish.” 
“For once we agree, Captain Sparrow,” Norrington replied, nodding minutely. Sparrow’s smile 
was back with full blast. 

“Knew ye’d see reason, Commodore!” He crowed, gulping down some rum, before he handed the 
bottle to James. This time, Norrington took a few sips. “Careful Jamie,” Jack advised, watching 
him. “A bit more o’ that agreein’ with me humble self, an’ ya’ll want to join me ragtag crew.” 

“T do seem to have done that already,” James muttered grumpily, then returned the bottle. The 
captain hummed thoughtfully. 

“In that case, ya’ll need some kind of a post... Can’t ‘ave a commodore swabbin’ me deck day in 
an’ day out.” 

“T’m hardly a commodore anymore, like you’ ve said.” 

“Ah, but yer always be the commodore, Jamie.” Jack smiled toothily again, sharp and golden. “It’s 
in yer blood, mate.” 


Leveling James with his calculating gaze, Sparrow finally nodded to himself, then twisted around 
and rummaged through the various rubbish occupying the limited space under his table. After a bit 
of digging, he pulled out a few sheets of paper, clearly torn out of their original binding. There 
were charcoal smudges all over them, but that didn’t diminish their true value - in the middle of 
each, there were charts carefully drawn in black ink, the lines of them precise and sharp, the little 
markings littering the cream surface very detailed. James squinted, his eyes following the contours 
of what looked to be India, before he directed his gaze to the next one, belatedly realizing he was 
looking at the line of Antarctica. 


When Jack had last been to the south pole was not exactly clear, but it couldn’t have been in the 
last five years - James had been there exactly five years before, on a mission to secure a merchant 
vessel that had been adrift with its masts broken after a hurricane. That voyage had taken them a lot 
further south than he had anticipated and, while dangerous and potentially harmful to his beloved 
Dauntless, it had also proven to be a great opportunity to sketch some of the coastline on his own. 
Looking at Sparrow’s chart, he was sure it was already inaccurate, due to the volatile nature of the 
frozen continent. 


“There’s no iceberg here,” James pointed out quietly, the tip of his finger brushing over a spot 
where a bit of whitish ink could be seen, surrounded with a thin, black line. Jack leaned over, 
eyebrows drawn together, before he nodded slowly. 

“Good. Very good, Commodore,” he praised, his voice surprisingly serious. He handed James 
another chart, this one depicting the coastline of Singapore. James studied it intently, then frowned. 
“Burne Beard Island is off here...” 

“Burned Bread island?” Jack asked, and Norrington looked up sharply. 

“Uh... Blakang Mati is the proper name, I think,” James went on, then tapped the island on the 
chart with his finger. “It’s a lot closer to the shore than here. The chart is off by a few dozen miles 


or more... Why are you showing me these?” He inquired, handing the chart back. The captain took 
them, threw them carelessly under the table, then shoved them further into the junk accumulated 
there with his foot. 

“Was looking fer a Sailin’ Master,” Jack said casually, then that devilish smirk was back. “Looks 
like [ve found one. What say ye, Jamie?” 


Norrington may be a stubborn bastard, sometimes too much for his own good, but even he knew 
well when he was beaten. There was no way he could go back to the Navy, not after what had 
happened. The only way for him was to move forward - to go on and never look back, to chase the 
horizon, even if on the deck of the Black Pearl. 

“Alright,” he agreed in the end. Jack shouted something unintelligible, then jumped up from his 
seat. He swirled around, then dove in the direction of the door - a quick flick of a wrist and a bit of 
drunken manipulation, and the door swung open. 

“Mr. Gibbs!” Jack called, his whole body swaying in place, anchored to the spot only by the virtue 
of the doorknob. 

“Capt'n?” The quartermaster shouted back from somewhere on the deck. 

“Another bottle o’ rum an’ some hot water, pronto!” 


As James watched bemusedly, the captain stumbled back to the cot, then dragged the chair a bit 
closer to where he was reclining. When he plopped down, the sprawl wasn’t there this time - for 
some reason, Jack was leaning forward, one hand landing on the sheets covering James’ legs. 
Norrington eyed it, then glanced at Sparrow, who looked serious again. 

“Now, Commodore,” he started, his words shockingly stable for someone who seemed to 
permanently be five sheets to the wind. “Me lad, Jonesie, had some fun on this ‘ere fine evenin’. I 
told ‘im not to drink too much, but t’ whelp went an’ got himself so liquored he wouldn’t know 
sunset from sunrise, so we had ta put ‘im to sleep. He’ll be fine tomorrow, blessings of youth and 
all that...” He made a waving gesture with his hand, before it flopped back to Norrington’s leg. 
“But there’s a problem...” He paused dramatically, and kept on being silent, until James finally 
asked him for more information. 


“What is the problem, Captain?” It was surprisingly easy to call Jack by his title... maybe the few 
little sips of rum had already gotten to his head? 

“Yer back,” he said, then, when James blinked at him stupidly, he eventually elaborated. “Yer 
bandages need changin’ an’ yer wounds need some cleanin’, probably.” 

“Oh.” Norrington looked down. As if commanded, the wounds on his back tingled, little pinpricks 
of pain shooting down his spine. “Alright,” he conceded, then carefully rose himself, until he was 
sitting straight. Jack helped him a bit, but when Gibbs knocked on the door, the pirate went to take 
a bowl of steaming water from him, along with a bottle of rum. He pretty much kicked the door 
closed in the quartermaster’s face, then placed the bowl on the floor next to the cot. The bottle of 
rum went to James, with a strict order of “drink, it’s gonna be easier like that,” so Norrington took a 
few sips. In the meantime, Sparrow rummaged through his wardrobe, coming up with a handful of 
shockingly clean rags. 


In no time at all, the captain had everything set up and was sitting down on the edge of the cot, 
hands carefully helping James to turn around slightly, just enough to provide access to his 
bandaged back. The wrapings were removed gently, before Sparrow cleaned the healing wounds 
gingerly, applying the bare minimum of pressure. When he was done, he smeared some exotically- 
scented ointment all over them, probably being a bit excessive, but James couldn’t find it in 
himself to complain - Jack’s touch was surprisingly light and, under other circumstances, it could 
even be considered pleasant. 


That perspective shifted somehow when the captain declared his back finished, and directed his 
attention to James’ wrists. Those were much worse, and the slow process of soaking the bandages 


and unwrapping them hurt far more than Norrington could stoically stand. Thankfully, to James’ 
great surprise, Jack didn’t seem to think any less of him. The pirate winced almost as much as 
James did, little, sympathetic grunts escaping him every now and then. At one point, James started 
babbling apologies, because really, he had been an officer in the Navy, he had seen - and felt - his 
fair share of wounds, so whining through his teeth like a little boy was not a mature thing to do. 
Nevertheless, when he did, as the pain attacked him unexpectedly, the pirate didn’t sneer and laugh 
like expected. No - Jack paused his own fingers, hooking them instead behind James’ neck when 
his body curled in on itself, Norrington’s forehead landing somewhere on the captain’s shoulder. 
He made a truly animal sound, something helpless and miserable, and the pirate just held on like 
that. 


“There, Jamie... ‘s alright, mate,” Sparrow murmured, pulling the last piece of the wrapping away. 
The skin underneath was still red and swollen, mostly open, and refused to heal properly. Jack took 
one of the rags - dripping wet with warm water - and squeezed it out over the wound. It stung 
fiercely, and James shut his eyes tigthly, refusing to succumb to his instincts that were telling him 
to run away. The sensation stopped soon enough, and in its place, the soft feeling of silk registered, 
dabbing away the moisture slowly and gently. Surprised, he looked down, only to see Jack use one 
corner of his expensive sheets to dry the wound a bit, before re-wrapping it in clean linen. 


Once that was done, the rum made an appearance again, and James was encouraged to take a few 
sips, complete with Jack’s hand on the bottle, tipping it back until he seemed satisfied. The liquid 
burned on its way down, the sensation almost enough to distract him, and - coupled with the 
fingers of Jack’s other hand still lingering on the back of his neck - James could breathe a little 
easier. 


In the temporary lull, a thought came to him - for a pirate, Sparrow was capable of surprising 
gentleness. It was eerie just how easily the captain could show his softer side, and how ready he 
was to do that in front of James. One would think that such a notorious scoundrel would guard his 
delicate side a bit more closely to his heart. 

“Why are you so nice to me?” Norrington asked quietly, uncurling himself slightly. The position 
they were in put his eyes at the same level as Jack’s, and the glimmer he saw was equally 
intriguing and a little frightening - mostly because of how unexpectedly warm it made him feel. 
“T like ye, Commodore.” The pirate smiled, a curious mix between indulgent and mysterious, and 
James felt his insides squeeze a little. “I really like ye.” Jack’s gaze flitted down quickly, a blink- 
and-you’ll-miss-it sort of a stare that fell directly on James’ lips, before it was back, fiery and 
glittering. 


Norrington opened his mouth, but when nothing came out, he closed it promptly. What did one say 
to that? And to a pirate! 


“Tt’s mighty curious, Jamie, tha’ ye would protect yer young Lieutenant from harm when ‘e 
committed a crime as offensive as t’ one he was involved in...” Jack went on, his smile becoming a 
little edgy, a tad too knowing. Norrington looked down. “Don’t ye care fer t’ Articles? Fer yer 
precious rules?” 

“Not every rule should be imposed...” James said carefully. “And not every law is a right one.” 
“An’ this one ain’t?” 

“No...” Norrington shook his head minutely. 

“That’s a surprise,” Jack grinned, cocking his head to the side. “Careful... Next yer gonna be 
declaring yerself a sodomite, Commodore.” The comment was offhanded, mostly meant as a joke, 
James was sure. But he couldn’t help the nervous bite of his lip or the guilty way he averted his 
gaze. 


He wasn’t, not quite. He was interested in women plenty enough, he liked the way they looked and 


moved, and - faced with Elizabeth’s beauty - he couldn’t really say that his imagination didn’t take 
him down that particular path on lonely nights. But to say that he had never enjoyed a covert 
glance at an especially handsome male would be a lie. It would be a lie also to claim that he had 
never entertained an especially secretive and persistent midshipman during his early career. 


“Oh Jamie...” Jack murmured, his hand changing its position, migrating to the side of his face, his 
thumb sliding lazily along Norrington’s lip. Stupefied, James could only sit there and stare as 
Sparrow tilted forward. The pirate got so close, Norrington closed his eyes in anticipation, his 
mouth opening on a silent pant. A moment of hesitation, a few still seconds flying by, and 
suddenly Jack was gone, jumping up from the edge of the bed and walking out of the cabin without 
a word. 


Chapter 4 


After being left alone in the quarters, James couldn’t really settle down. Even with a rather 
luxurious cot - as far as those could be called luxurious - and resting on expensive sheets, 
Norrington’s mind was more focused on the happenings of the evening than on the comforts 
provided by the most hedonistic cabin on the ship. 


What Jack had done... what he had almost done, had thrown James off so badly he could 
practically feel his whole body twitch. There was no way he would be able to sleep like that, not 
even with the soft sway of the Pearl moored in the tiny port, so he stared at the ceiling, his mind 
busy running circles around his own turbulent thoughts. He was not stupid, he was very aware of 
what exactly could have happened. He knew that the captain had been an inch away - literally - 
from kissing him. The trouble was, James didn’t mind the proximity. 


Quite the opposite. 


And wasn’t that a surprise? The Scourge of the Caribbean, the Big Bad feared all around, waiting 
in anticipation to have his mouth plundered by a pirate, sorely disappointed that nothing had come 
out of their little, unexpected, almost-tryst. It was shocking exactly how frustrated he was with the 
way the night had turned out, with him alone in the cabin and Jack prancing off down the pier, his 
wobbly stagger distinct enough to be recognizable from the distance, thumping down the planks 
like a crazy goat. 


What was even more surprising was that James had never seen men as a goal of any romantic 
interests. Kissing women was a natural state of things, as easy and anticipated as the raising of the 
sun in the morning. He had experienced his fair share of late-night tumbles with wenches - he was 
yet to find a sailor who hadn’t. But that compulsion to put a romantic twist on things, to approach 
the person of choice with tenderness reserved for wooing the other party had never been extended 
to the same sex - not in James’ mind, at least. 


What little he had done with men, and far in-between at that, had always been focused on the 
physical. Quick fumbling or a longer evening - it had never mattered a lot whether any wooing or 
gentle touches were involved. True enough, he had always tried to be careful, especially because 
injuries of that nature could expose both parties in a rather damning way, but he had never had the 
urge to just... kiss a man. 


Not until Jack Sparrow had happened, that was. 


And now that Jack was here - metaphorically, since he was probably busy flirting with strumpets in 
that ridiculously tiny port - James couldn’t put it out of his head. The thought was as insistent as a 
fly on a hot day, circling his head time after time, and there was little he could do to stop himself 
from imagining how it would feel like. How Jack would feel like. How he would taste, and sound, 
and smell, and whether his moustache would be as scratchy as it looked, or whether he would make 
any sort of noise if James took his tongue hostage with his own mouth... 


But such thoughts were dangerous. They had the ability to cloud his judgment to the point of 
forgetting about his current position - on a pirate ship full of scoundrels who weren’t exactly 
friendly towards him. Granted, they probably wouldn’t outright attack him, not while Sparrow was 
still the captain with a rather surprisingly soft spot for him, but it wouldn’t do to lower his 
defenses. 


That notion made James blink stupidly at the ceiling above him, the wood completely black in the 


darkness of the night. 


Jack, for some insane reason, had decided to help him but, a good man or not, he was still the 
notorious pirate known through the Seven Seas, feared on most of them, and a mystical legend on 
land. He was someone who should be expected to chirp about ransoms and gold at the barest hint 
of keeping a Commodore of the Royal Navy on his deck, not a man promoting him on the spot, 

and to the Sailing Master’s post nonetheless. Things just didn’t add up. Why keep him, if not for 
some kind of an ulterior motive... or five? Was Jack just buttering him up? Maybe that was what it 
was all about? Maybe the pirate only wanted a bit of entertainment, to scratch an itch, so to say, and 
then dump him somewhere near Port Royal where his beloved, thrice-cursed Navy could pick him 
up and hang him for good this time. 


Then again, why waste such an opportunity? Surely it wouldn’t be that hard to overpower him now 
- he was still as weak as a kitten and, while his back was healing, his hands were pretty much out of 
commission still and wouldn’t serve well in terms of defense. Not to mention the clear advantage 
the captain had when it came to their respective positions - he, the big, scary pirate, the master of 
his ship, and James, the lowest he had ever been in his life. 


Well, not the lowest, James thought with a sneer, there was still the brig, about two decks below 
him. It didn’t change the fact that to have him now wouldn’t be so challenging. And... Well, it was 
hard to voice it even to himself, but deep down James had to admit that he was curious... Curious as 
to what Jack would do, how far would he go? Would he direct their tryst with brutish abandon, or 
would he be as gentle as Norrington - to his great shock - wanted him to be? Would he resort to the 
means of midshipmen fumbling furtively in the dark, or would he want to conquer like a king 
would - thoroughly and leaving no ground untouched? Would he take James, or would he rather 
that James take him? 


Somewhere during his thinking, jumbled and twisted as it was, Norrington must have drifted off, 
because the next thing he knew, the door was opening with a quiet whine of brine-eaten hinges as 
unsteady steps carried a very swaying pirate inside. The initial noise had woken James up, and he 
glanced to the side, his eyes picking the Sparrow-shaped silhouette from the shadows surrounding 
it. He frowned when Jack came to stand in the middle of the cabin, instead of diving for more rum 
or going off on one of his knick-knack searches through his belongings. He wavered in place for a 
time, evidently five sheets to the wind, before he simply started to undress where he was, 
completely unaware of the audience he had. 


James bit his lip so hard he could feel a bruise forming. 


Pale moonlight wasn’t enough to illuminate the inside of the cabin properly, but what little shine it 
lent was enough to draw his attention to lean muscle and tattooed skin. Jack had many drawings on 
him, inked with precision, exotic and mysterious in the night, shifting with his every move. As 
Norrington watched the play of shadows on his body, the pirate disrobed, until he was standing 
there just in a set of loose pantaloons, the kind one would wear underneath breeches or... or to bed. 
That last thought sent a jolt of realization through James, quickly confirmed when the captain 
stumbled closer, his half-opened eyes focused only on the spare pillow next to James’ head. 


After a couple of steps, Jack’s knees finally bumped against the edge of the bed, and he collapsed 
blindly down, somehow managing to angle himself perfectly to land right on the pillow. Thinking 
bemusedly about years of drinking and the subsequent practice the man must have had under his 
belt, James tried not to let the practically nonexistent distance between them get to him. Sparrow, in 
his drunken stupor, was obliviously lying so close that his body heat was spreading with quiet 
tingling all over Norrington’s side. It made James shiver, and he firmly told himself to be irritated 
rather than intrigued by it, especially when his insides started to heat up. 


In a moment of weird weakness, he spared a concerned thought about Jack being cold shirtless 
while sleeping on top of the covers, rather than underneath them - nights in the sea were rarely hot 
enough for nudity, after all. That state of mind didn’t last long, however, for quite soon, James 
found himself hugged closely by at least three limbs of the pirate in question when Jack moved 
closer and threw his extremities over him. One hand tried to push its way under his back, and 
James hissed, arching away, his wounds protesting the touch loudly. Sparrow stilled, then raised 
his head just to frown at him in confusion. Norrington expected him to move away, maybe to shift 
to the other edge of the cot and stay there. Falling to the floor with a yelp of surprise would be a 
rather pleasant addition, too, if he was being honest. 


What he wasn’t prepared for was Jack settling down again with an unintelligible mutter, the arm 
that had tried to worm it’s way under him somehow finding a comfortable spot at the bottom of his 
spine, sneaking between him and the silk sheets until it discovered a place that didn’t make him 
tense up. With a sigh, Jack drifted off, his breathing evening out almost immediately, his limbs 
becoming heavy where they rested loosely over James’ body. 


Norrington was sure he wouldn’t get a wink of sleep that night. 


To his immense surprise, James didn’t only manage to fall asleep - his body had apparently 
decided to feel curiously well-rested while still in a pleasant, half-awake daze when the sky started 
to turn into a greyish color of the incoming morning. The sunset was still a couple of hours away, 
but it was easier to see without any additional light, and everything was basked in the low near- 
light that allowed him to establish three things. One - he was still inside Jack’s cabin. Two - he was 
facing the wall which meant that... Three - the hand he could see thrown carelessly over his hip 
must have belonged to the captain. The same captain that was currently spooned up behind him, 
nuzzling his nose into the nape of Norrington’s neck and scratching his skin with the wayward 
moustache. 


What was even more shocking than all of the three realizations was the fact that James’ back didn’t 
protest the close proximity. Somehow, with some undoubtedly devilish skills, Jack had managed to 
effectively wrap himself around Norrington without making any of his healing wounds hurt. To 
add insult to injury, the presence was not irritating at all... more of a curiosity, a bit of a shock, but 
not even close to being annoying. 


In all fairness, James rather enjoyed the nearness - the heat coming off the captain was a very 
soothing feeling, and the delicate way he moved whenever he adjusted his grip unconsciously was 
more endearing than worrying. In the absence of any threat that could make itself known to him, 
Norrington found himself relaxing back into the bedding, his eyelids heavy once more. The idyllic 
peace didn’t last long, however, and was soon broken by a small hum and a shift behind him. 


Sparrow muttered something under his breath, then tightened the arms wound around James’ 
waist. He pushed against him, grinding his hips into Norrington’s backside and oh dear lord, there 
was definitely something hard rubbing over James’ arse. He could feel himself blush bright red as 
he bit down on his tongue to stop any kind of noise from escaping. He hadn’t felt so flushed in a 
good long while and, thinking himself too old and experienced for all that ado to properly get to 
him, Norrington found himself quite out of his depth when a shiver raced through his own frame. 


Jack, in the meantime, was having a rather pleasant dream, which was weird, because he usually 


wasn’t aware of the fact that he was asleep. The world around him was hazy and grey, the sunset a 
long time away still, and the body in his arms was deliciously warm. The body of one Commodore 
Norrington, judging by the firmness and the intoxicating scent of it. The captain was quite content 
to just let the dream run its course, curious as to what he could get away with before his mind 
protested the idiocy of it and woke him up, but as he skimmed one hand down James’ front and 
dipped it between those very shapely thighs, the man just tensed, which was something Jack had 
never experienced in his dreams. Usually his partners were more enthusiastic inside his head than 
the already positively earnest bunch he met on land, so to have James lying there, stiff as a board - 
and not in a good way - cleared the pirate’s head of the sleepy fog. 


Blinking his eyes open slowly, presented with a very enticing slope of one muscled shoulder, Jack 
came to a conclusion that this was, indeed, a very real Norrington in his bed that he was 
unashamedly groping. And grope he did - he let his fingers travel over the man’s groin, before he 
pulled his hand higher again, finding the loose waistband and dipping inside, retracing his steps 
against bare skin. When he encountered a nest of curly hair, he let his nails scratch through it, 
lower and lower, until he could wrap his palm around a... a very interested bit of flesh. 


Jack grinned, leaning forward and hiding his smile in James’ neck. The skin under his lips 
shivered, and he dragged his mouth over it, enjoying the salty taste on his tongue. There was a 
sharp inhale coming from Norrington, and Jack’s hips bucked forward in response. 

“Mornin’ luv,” he whispered, his fingers tightening their hold, then waiting questioningly, giving 
the commodore time to withdraw. James arched his back against him instead, which caused him to 
hiss in pain as the welts on his skin were pulled tight, and the captain tutted at him. 


“Easy, darling,” he murmured quietly, his hand moving finally, picking up a slow rhythm. 
Norrington’s breath hitched and he gasped loudly, sprawling on the cot on his front. The new 
position made him drift away from Jack, however, and the pirate hated the sudden distance. He 
frowned, assessing the change, picking up on the minute details - the way James’ pants were tinged 
with tiny moans, the unmistakable rocking the commodore’s hips had started sometime in- 
between, matching the lazy strokes of Jack’s fist. The conclusion was simple - James was certainly 
happy to be there, enthusiastic to have Jack’s hands on him and, if the captain wasn’t mistaken, he 
would be amenable to more than just that. 


But he was still wounded, Jack’s mind reminded him, that pesky little voice of reason he somehow 
still possessed after all the rum he had sloshed himself with over the years. The captain was always 
in for good fun, especially if it involved a very handsome commodore, but there was no debate if 
the man was hurt - Jack wouldn’t jump him at his weakest. Even now, when Norrington was just 
starting to get back into shape, Jack knew he had to be extremely careful not to spook him, so 
causing any unintentional pain was off the table. There would be time - hopefully - for more 
recklessness in the future, but for now, a delicate approach was needed. 


The pirate smiled and paused his hand, sneaking his other one under James’ hip, splaying it over 
the quivering abdomen. He uncurled his fist from around the substantial manhood he had been 
fondling, and - with a few precise moves of deft fingers - he tugged Norrington’s undergarments 
down, only enough to expose the crucial parts of flesh. They were both still covered up to their 
waists with the silk sheets - courtesy of some careful shifting late in the night - and so, the sudden 
display of skin went largely unnoticed. 


Largely, because Norrington tensed again in his arms, the muscles along his abused back shifting 
under the skin in alarm. Jack wouldn’t have any of this, so he just skimmed his free hand over the 
very enticing backside he had revealed, before he let one finger travel down the center of it, easily 
sliding in the warm valley between two meaty cheeks. Who would have thought the Navy had such 
delectable arses? 


“Jack...” James whispered, finding his voice for the first time that night. 

“Shhh...” Jack answered, retrieving his finger and licking over it for some added slick. The taste he 
got in the bargain was intriguing - the musk of the two of them combined, a hint of spice and the 
heavy scent of rum, because James was wearing his borrowed clothes and was currently staying in 
his cot. It was addictive, and the captain couldn’t quite squish the shiver of anticipation that ran 
through him. He wanted to taste this man, taste him all over and back, splay him out on his dark 
sheets and trail his tongue over every inch of James’ flesh. For now, though, a wet finger sliding 
inside Norrington would have to be enough and - judging by the ragged moan that followed his 
action - it would be plenty. 


James, in the meantime, was having some serious difficulty breathing, until he realized that he had 
smashed his face against the pillow. He pulled away from it, subsequently pressing himself closer 
to the pirate at his back and oh, God it shifted Jack’s hand and the finger inside him slipped deeper 
in and- 


Norrington couldn’t really help the soft whine that escaped him, much like he couldn’t stop his 
hips from rocking back. It must have looked ridiculous, needy and undignified, but the captain 
clearly didn’t mind, redoubling his efforts and pushing in with another digit. It burned slightly, a 
good thing in James’ opinion, since it allowed him to even out his breathing again, but that state 
didn’t last long either. As if sensing his mental faculties returning to him, Sparrow shifted his other 
hand, lowering it from where it rested on Norrington’s abdomen, wrapping his fingers around his 
hard length instead. The touch made James spasm wildly, and soon enough, he was chanting a 
mindless litany of Jack’s name and growled expletives, filthy enough to redden even a seasoned 
sailor’s face - he had enough experience with that, at least... After all, he had made it to captain 
before he had been promoted to steer nothing but his desk. 


It only added fuel to Jack’s fire, though, and, after a moment of rushed fumbling, James was being 
turned around and kissed within an inch of his life. It felt mad, and careless, and just this side of 
unhinged, and not at all what he had expected a kiss from the captain of the Black Pearl to be. It 
was so heated he could feel the warmth spreading through his own limbs, all the way down to his 
toes, as Jack’s tongue ran in exotic patterns against his own, fighting a strange battle with no 
quarter given. Strange, because a battle implied there were two opposing sides, and Norrington 
was very willing to be conquered in whichever way the notorious pirate saw fit. 


That realization alone should be enough to sober him up, but another one took its place, plunging 
his mind straight into the gutter - with his fingers free once more, a fact curiously mourned by 
James, Jack’s hands materialized on his waist, keeping him in place as the captain brought their 
hips together in a very slow, very sensual grind. When Norrington felt bare skin against his own 
flesh, his world promptly went completely blank, his thoughts focused only on repeating the 
sensation, his body working along to achieve the goal. On instinct - to pull Jack even closer or to 
acquire access to more skin, James wasn’t sure anymore - he let his hands travel to Sparrow’s head, 
fisting them in the wayward locks and crazy braids. 


Or that was what he would have done, had it not been for the pain shooting up his wrists, his 
wounds protesting his impromptu idea loudly. He whimpered miserably, and Jack shushed him, 
just a huff of air fanning over his mouth, before the captain was kissing him again deeply, one of 
his hands sneaking between them and grabbing both of their cocks. After that, James was rather 
busy trembling apart against him, the last thing his mind could get a grasp on being Jack’s hawk- 
like gaze and his mouth open in a surprised, wide-eyed wonder. He was vaguely aware of the pirate 
moaning, too, something sweet and spicy at the same time, but it wasn’t until much later that he 
could actually form full sentences in his head to answer him. By the time it was possible, Sparrow 
had already wiped them both clean with his discarded undergarments and had settled down once 
again, cuddling up to James like an overgrown cat. 


Norrington wasn’t sure when he had drifted off, but the cabin was disappointingly empty when he 
woke up a couple of hours later to sun glaring at him through one of the ornate windows. 


Chapter 5 


James found Jack right when he stepped out on the main deck. It was a surprisingly chilly day - 
chilly for the Caribbean, that was. There was wind, strong enough to let the Pearl sail with a truly 
royal grace, and the clouds in the sky provided some much-appreciated shadow. Everyone was 
busy doing something, even the Captain, who was currently having an argument with one of the 
older sailors at the prow. James was not very inclined to get into a quarrel, so he took himself to 
the nearest rail, his eyes watching the horizon. The waves were getting stronger and if it continued 
on like that, they would probably have a storm before long. 


“Commodore?” A voice next to him asked, and Norrington glanced to the side, discovering Gibbs 
coming closer. “Are ye a Commodore, still? Or shall we call ye ex- Commodore?” The old salt 
asked, leaning against the railing. With a sigh, James did the same. 

“You can call me James, Mr. Gibbs.” 

“Ye sure?” The quartermaster hesitated. “I’d reckon, most o’ t’ lads will be callin ye Commodore 
anyway. The Sailing Master is a bit of a handful, isn’ it? Jack told me.” 

“James is fine,” Norrington confirmed with a small smile. Lazy pirates - even proper speech was 
too much work for them, it seemed. 

“Ah. James, then. Ye see... ? ve been meanin’ t’ ask...” Gibbs ducked his head in conspiratorially. 
“Would ye be knowin’ anythin’ about our Capt’n’s strange... preferences lately?” 


It took a moment for the meaning to fully dawn on James, but when it did, it was with the force of 
a hail storm hitting the coast on a sunny day - unexpected dread. Jack’s preferences? As to what? 
Gibbs couldn’t be implying what James thought he was, could he? Could he? 


“What-” He broke off, cleared his throat, then started again. The wind was getting too cold now... 
or maybe it was only the shiver running down his spine? He suddenly regretted borrowing only a 
shirt and a pair of breeches from Jack’s sea chest. He should have taken that vest he had found... 
“What do you mean, Mr. Gibbs?” 

“Call me Josh, lad,” the quartermaster requested. “Since ‘t looks like we’re both Jack’s officers 
now...” 

“Very well, Josh.” The casual way Gibbs spoke did nothing to ease his nerves. “What do you 
mean, then?” 

“Ah ye see... Lately Jack’s been actin’... strange. When we make port, ‘e don’t go to land nearly 
as eagerly as ‘e used ta... an’ ‘e don’t enjoy t’ usual pleasures taverns provide pirates with...” 


Norrington blinked at him dumbly - he had been doing that a lot in the recent days - then turned to 
look at the sea. The waves were indeed getting bigger, and the wind was picking up, too. He 

started to wonder whether he should throw himself into the water and hope for a current strong 
enough to pull him under, or to just shoot himself on the deck. What exactly would they do to him if 
they discovered that he was sleeping with their captain? And in every sense of the word, too! 


In the silence brought on by James’ turbulent thoughts, Gibbs kept on babbling unnoticed, until 
Norrington finally focused on him again. 

“So ye know, it be mighty curious, what’s happenin’ with our Capt’n. An’ this mornin’, Jack told 
me ta buy an additional crate of that wine, an’ we still don’t know why he’s drinkin’ it!” The 
quartermaster went on, shaking his head. ““T’ lads are concerned over ‘im. ‘E don’t go ashore as 
happily as before an’ now that taste of “is...” 


The wine? The one Jack had fed him all along, because he wasn’t very eager for rum? That was 
what it was all about? Good lord. 


“T really haven’t seen anything strange, Josh, but well... Iam a kind of a very new addition here,” 
James broke off, looking down over the rails. Out of the corner of his eye, he could see Gibbs 
shifting next to him. 

“Ah, that’s fine, lad... just... If ye see anythin’ strange, let us know, alright? We all like our 
Capt’n a lot an’ wouldn’t want anythin’ bad happenin’ ta him, aye?” Maybe not only the wine, 
after all... “This lot 0’ miscreants ‘s very loyal ta ‘im... would kill fer ‘im, too, if t? need arose, 
eh?” 


And with that, he clapped Norrington on the shoulder, making him wince and bite his tongue to 
silence a whine when the hit jostled his still sore back. He stayed rooted to the spot, breathing 
carefully in and out, focusing on the waves below. The clouds thickened and the wind picked up 
again, and James could hear the wood of the masts groaning when the sails filled to their limit. The 
Pearl hummed under his feet, the rail shuddering slightly beneath his hand, and he trailed his 
fingers slowly along the surface. He could imagine living like that, spending his time out in the sea 
rather than on the shore, captaining his desk. It was easier, more enjoyable... to a point. He still 
wasn’t sure how he felt about raiding other ships. But now? Like this? With Jack and the whole 
mad crew? 


“Hello, luv.” 


The simple phrase, spoken in a half-voice somewhere behind his right ear was all the warning he 
received, before a pair of lips and a scratchy moustache pressed to his cheek. James jumped away, 
startled, then cast a wary glance around. 

“What on god's green earth are you doing, Sparrow?” He growled quietly, somehow placated when 
he noticed the complete lack of interest from the other scallywags on the deck. Everyone seemed to 
be minding their business - even Gibbs had stumbled away, probably in search of something 
stronger to drink. The sun was up, after all, so it was time for a few cups. 

“What’s wrong, Jamie?” Jack frowned when Norrington dragged his gaze back to him, and the 
expression on the captain’s face had no right to look as adorable as it did. James squished the urge 
to smack him. Or himself. 

“What’s wrong is you can’t just do this!” He seethed instead, only succeeding in making Jack’s 
frown more confused. 

“Why not?” The captain asked, utterly uncomprehending. James took a deep breath. 


It wasn’t easy to explain just what was running through his mind at this particular moment, nor was 
it possible to bring up all the mortification and resignation he had felt when he had been thrown 
into the gaol. He knew well that pirate ships operated differently than the Navy did, but there was 
still a very real fear of going through something distinctly unpleasant - like another lashing - that 
held the power of devastating him in his weakened state. James simply wouldn’t be able to cope 
with that, not now, not until he was fully healed and back on his two feet... metaphorically 
speaking. How could he say all that to Sparrow? How could he admit to the very real fear of the 
ruin a cat-o-nine could bring to his already bruised and scarred back? 


By the time he could even begin to formulate a proper reply, Jack seemed to have caught on, and 
was now making things worse by grabbing both of Norrington’s hands, just below his still aching 
wrists, his fingers wrapping around them without applying any pressure at all. 

“Jamie, no... Ye got it all wrong, mate. All wrong,” Jack assured, then glanced around hurriedly. 
Nobody was looking at them yet, but James was sure it was only a matter of time. The captain 
grimaced, then started to lead him along the deck and towards his cabin. Without much protest, 
feeling the need for some added protection in the form of a cozy shelter he had been using as his 
lair for days now, Norrington let himself be tugged forward. 


Once inside, Jack closed the door behind them and locked it for good measure, before he walked 


them both to the cot, making James sit down on the edge of it. That done, the captain promptly got 
to his knees in front of Norrington, wedging himself between his legs, arms coming to rest on 
James’ thighs, while Jack’s palms curved around his waist. The pirate looked up at him slowly, his 
eyes dark and serious. 

“Nobody’s gonna judge ye here, Jamie,” he said unhurriedly, as if he was explaining things to a 
simpleton. James scoffed. 

“Really?” He asked back, his hackles rising. “You mean to tell me that your band of vagabonds 
will just accept a former Navy officer in their ranks? Even worse, that they will accept a former 
Navy officer prancing around with their captain?” 

“Jamie-” 

“No... Jack, what you just did... It would earn the both of us some serious flogging where I come 
from. Don’t tell me that nobody cares-” 


He meant to say something else, but Jack chose that precise moment to lean up for a kiss, 
effectively shutting him up. Norrington didn’t go down without a struggle, but it was just a token 
protest, really, because Sparrow’s lips and tongue were truly the work of a devil. Once they broke 
apart and he could breathe again, he did so, gulping in as much air as he could, inadvertently giving 
Jack the opportunity to speak. 


“First of all, mate, ’'m t’ captain here, so don't’cha worry about prancin’ ‘round with me, savvy?” 
He tilted his head a bit back, levelling James with a curious stare. “Second - if yer waitin’ for me, 
or anyone else fer that matter, to punish ye, ye’ll be disappointed. We don’t even have a flogger 
‘ere, because yours truly hates those things more ‘an a water demon hates holy fire, aye? Third...” 
Jack drifted off, his eyes flickering down to Norrington’s mouth, then back up again. 

“Third?” 

“Ah! Third! I really like ye, Jamie. Really like ye. An’ me crew knows it. An’ sure... yer walking 
on thin ice now, courtesy of all yer pirate-hunting, crazy youth days... But nobody here wants to 
hurt ye. And if they did, well... they would have me to answer to, an’ they know I wouldn’t be 
merciful.” 


The world around him went a little faint, because... what exactly are you expected to feel when a 
notorious pirate Jack Sparrow declared that he liked you with all the honesty in the world? The 
captain just shrugged and went on, not at all disturbed by James’ continuing silence. 

“Sure, it will require some dancin’ ‘round, some legwork, so to say, but I think yer bendy enough ta 
do that. *S long as ye don’t step on anyone’s toes, yer fine where ye are, luv.” 

“So... pirating requires one to engage in lewd activities in front of the whole crew?” James asked, 
skeptical, to which Jack just grinned. 

“Hardly any lewd activities involved, Jamie, “t was just a peck. I ain’t one to put up a show, unless 
that’s what interests ye... D’ ye want me to put up a show, luv?” The captain leered, his hands 
inching upwards, clever fingers pushing James’ shirt out of the way, then dipping inside his 
breeches. Norrington stared at him, a bit bemused. 

“Captain Sparrow,” he said, aiming for seriousness, but his lips twitched upwards on their own 
accord. It was strange how he suddenly felt lightheaded with all the revelations. “I think I will be 
perfectly alright with... private entertainment.” 

“Ye sure, Jamie? I could shoo them belowdecks, if ye wanted... present some... lewd activities to 
ye in broad daylight...” 


And with that, Jack stole another kiss. And another. And one after that. He pressed himself closer, 
his chest hot against James’ abdomen even through the shirts they were both wearing. Curious 
fingers trailed to the small of his back, making Norrington arch up on instinct, his mind swimming 
with the sensations. It didn’t hurt, either because his skin was healing, or because Jack - in his 
infinite foresight - had chosen a spot where there had been no wounds previously. He had received 
so many it was hard to keep track of them all, to be honest. Whatever it was, the way the captain's 


palms dragged over his flesh was shockingly pleasant, and James let loose a small moan, which 
was immediately drank down by Jack’s persistent mouth. 


“Sail ho!” The shout rang somewhere outside, but it was loud enough - and repeated several times - 
that they broke apart. Jack sighed, ducking low and pressing his face into the loose, half-tied collar 
of James’ shirt. Norrington just sat there with his head still in the clouds, until the rattling of the 
door startled him. 

“Capt'n!” Gibbs shouted through the wood. 

“Aye?” Jack’s voice sounded resigned, but he was smiling when he pulled back. 

“She’s a big one, Capt’n!” 

“We'll be up in a moment, Josh!” The captain shouted back over his shoulder, and Gibbs marched 
off with heavy steps. Sparrow glanced at Norrington, and Norrington glanced right back. 


“Shall we?” 


She was big... and Spanish. And apparently, she was also full of New World goodies, judging by 
how deep in water her belly rested. Jack grinned, looking through his spyglass, then ordered his 
men to sail closer and prepare to board. He had also told James to stay in his cabin, mostly because 
the man was nowhere near battle-ready and, even if Jack didn’t plan on any actual combat if he 
could have his way, it was better to keep him safe until his body healed fully. 


Once Jack and most of his band - armed to the teeth - boarded La Casa Blanca, he approached the 
captain of the ship, to the loud and growly disapproval of the man’s crew. Jack wasn’t intimidated 
though, he could see those were merchants and civilians, barely a handful of them even holding 
their swords properly, not one pistol in sight. There were a few cannons on the main deck present, 
and undoubtedly a lot more underneath, but nobody seemed inclined to jump to and load them. He 
grinned - apparently Lady Luck still liked him. Sixty sheep onboard and none of them even smelled 
dangerous. 


“Sefior,” he started, flashing his golden teeth for effect. The Spanish captain narrowed his eyes at 
him. “Will ye be generous an’ hand all the gold and silver that ye happen ta have on this ‘ere fine 
ship? Oro y plata, mate? Comprende?” He tried, but the man remained impassive, watching him 
warily. Jack sighed, then waved his sword around. “Look, we know ye have some goodies here, 
but we ain’t interested in wood an’ ceramics. We just want some pretty, shiny gold, a couple of “em 
colorful jewels, an’ we’ll be on our way,” he explained. 

“No tenemos plata ni oro,” the captain replied at last, and Jack rolled his eyes. His Spanish was 
much better for wooing Tortugan lasses, but he knew enough to get by while robbing people of 
their precious effects. 

“Mate,” he tried again, shifting his sword to the other hand, reaching for his pistol instead. “I know 
ye have gold ‘ere, so ye better jump to and bring it, aye? Pronto!” He said, aiming at the captain’s 
head. 


That turned out to be a huge mistake. 


James wasn’t very happy about staying on the Pearl while Jack, and a considerable part of the 
crew, went onboard La Casa Blanca. The ship was a big galleon, clearly carrying merchandise 
from some native tribes, and those rarely sailed unguarded. True, it happened sometimes, 
especially with idiot officers in charge - after all, there was nothing worse than a cocky captain that 
believed his luck a bit too much. Watching Jack board the ship, Norrington wondered which one of 
them would be the stupid one in that scenario. 


The negotiations didn’t last long, and soon, it became crystal clear that something went very wrong 
indeed. If Jack counted on ambushing an overly sure of himself merchant, he was apparently 
wrong, for before the talk was even over, there was the zing of steel against steel, and Norrington 
watched - unable to help from where he was still standing at the door of Jack’s cabin - as the 
merchant ship’s crew drew swords from under their coats and frilly dresses. The sight was equally 
ridiculous and terrifying, and James felt his blood run cold. 


Jack had promised him that there would be no bloodshed. Whether it was his preference - as he had 
sworn - or just an attempt at placating James’ own conscience, Norrington didn’t know, but 
apparently the tide was turning and a battle was certain. Cursing quietly, James went back inside 
the cabin, grabbing one of the swords the pirate had at the ready, then marched outside again. 
There was something to be said about the anticipation of an incoming combat - Norrington’s body 
seemed to forget the pain that still surfaced most of the time, a tingling feeling spreading down his 
back again. He knew that sensation very well from the multiple battles he had been a part of at the 
sea, and right now, he was very grateful for it. Somehow even his sore wrists stopped hurting, and 
he gripped the sword tightly, approaching the Pearl’s rail slowly. 


In a blink of an eye, all hell broke loose. 


Somebody must have twitched one time too many, or maybe La Casa Blanca shifted a bit too 
abruptly, and suddenly, there was a commotion of iron and gunpowder on the deck, everyone 
growling and shouting. Steel met steel, sometimes accompanied by a punch to the jaw or a swift 
kick, and as James watched, a brawl broke out, the likes of which you would expect from a tavern 
in Tortuga. Quicker than anticipated, it became apparent that what they faced were soldiers dressed 
up as civilians to throw them off, and to compensate, Jack’s crew started to use anything they could 
lay their hands on - lines, harpoons, buckets... Even a stray mop, still dirty with tar, found its use in 
Pintel’s hands. 


The battle evened out a bit for a time, and it gave James an opportunity to reflect a little. Those 
were not civilians, and they were not British citizens. He had fought Spain even in his uniform, so 
that part of his conscience was eerily silent. The other part, though, the one that usually screamed 
at him that piracy was wrong, was curiously quiet as well - there was an occasional grumble 
directed at him still, but it was all half-hearted. Looking at the combat ahead, he didn’t see pirates 
and soldiers, not anymore. He saw Jack and his crew, facing off against Spaniards. He saw Jack 
getting a bit reckless and swinging his sword too widely. He saw Jack turn around and look at him, 
his eyes widening in surprise when he spotted the sword in James’ hand. He saw Jack fall against a 
cannon when a vicious kick landed on his side. 


James told his conscience firmly to shut up and sail away on the next ship to England. 


Gritting his teeth against the pain in his wrist, he tightened his hold on the sword and moved 
forward, walking quickly to the plank connecting the ships together. One, two, three... six steps 
across the chasm, and he was on the Spanish deck, gaze piercing a soldier’s back where he was 
poised over Jack with an axe in his hand. The weapon was raised, Jack rolled down from the 


cannon, and Norrington didn’t have to think twice before he jumped forward, barreling into the 
soldier and pushing him bodily away. Thankfully, the man fell down on the capstan, effectively 
knocking himself unconscious. Chest heaving, James made sure he would stay down indefinitely, 
then turned to look at Jack. 


The captain grimaced, picking himself up from the deck, then growled something in Norrington’s 
general direction. James wanted to answer, but there was a yell next to him, and he was forced to 
parry the next two hits of a very angry Spaniard. He kept on blocking the man’s sword, until he 
saw an opening and feinted to the left. His opponent rolled with that move unthinkingly, pulling up 
his weapon in defense, leaving his side vulnerable. A quick thrust was all James needed to finish 
that particular fight, and for a brief second, he was shocked just how much he didn’t care. Out of 
the corner of his eye he could see that they were winning and, instinctively, he searched out 
Sparrow, spotting him a few yards away, punching a man in the face with a grapnel. 


A few moments later and the battle was over, the Spanish soldiers lowering their weapons, held at 
gunpoint by Jack’s crew. Swords clattered to the deck, a few curses followed, before there was an 
anticipation filled silence carried by blood-scented air around them. 

“Bloody hell, mate,” Jack seethed, turning to the Spanish captain, currently imprisoned between 
Ragetti and Jonesie. Gibbs was behind him, arms in an iron-like grip around one of the young men, 
probably an officer, judging by his hate-filled glares directed at Jack when he leaned towards their 
leader. 


“Puedes matarme, pero nunca tendras mi barco, bastardo!” The captain spat at Jack angrily, to 
which Sparrow growled viciously. 

“T ain’t never wanted yer ship, ye stupid mongrel,” he answered, straightening up with a wince, one 
hand wrapping around his middle. “Plata y oro, aye? j|Damelos!” 

“No.” 

“As ye want, ye stubborn goat.” Jack huffed, then signaled the rest of his crew. “Search t’ stores, 
get everythin’ shiny, leave t’ crookery.” 

“Capt'n?” Gibbs asked from behind Ragetti. “What ‘bout t’ rest of “em?” 


Jack pondered his options for a moment, his eyes narrowing at the Spaniards. There were soldiers 
and, probably, a few civilians too, judging by the ladies that had been present at the beginning of 
the attack. They had vanished somewhere belowdecks during the fight, but they wouldn’t have 
jumped overboard. Jack grinned. 

“Mr. Gibbs! Lock all t’ men in t’ brig an’ all t’ ladies in the captain’s quarters, then bring me t’ 
keys.” 

“Aye, Capt’n!” The quartermaster answered, then pushed the lad in front of him into moving. 
“Let’s go, ye sorry rat!” 


The rounding and locking didn’t take long, just as the search for gold and valuables. Soon enough, 
Gibbs was back with two sets of keys, and Ragetti presented his captain with a chest full of shiny 
coins. 

“Ah! Wonderful!” Jack smiled toothily, peeking inside. The chest was small, but there was enough 
gold in it to share between the crew and for it to still be considered good loot. There were a few 
jewels, too, a satchel full of pearls, and some odds and ends held proudly by the pirates. Smiling, 
Gibbs passed the keys to Jack, who took them without looking, just to chuck them back over his 
shoulder. Norrington watched them sail in the air, until they disappeared behind the rails, a splash 
following soon after. Surprised, he glanced at the captain, who was grinning from ear to ear. 


“Wouldn’t kill ‘em, luv. But it'll take t’ lasses a few to open t’ cabin, and before they can get their 
men free we’ll be long gone,” he explained, a merry glimmer in his eyes. Norrington had to admit 
that he preferred that solution to heartless slaughter, and was about to praise Jack - just this once, 


mind you - when the captain’s face grew serious suddenly. 


“Mr. Gibbs!” He said, keeping his voice low. “We’re sailin’ for Tortuga. Cut and run, Josh, before 

they get a mind to follow us.” 

“Aye, aye, Capt'n!” 

“Good.” Jack nodded, satisfied, before he turned to James again, eyes narrowed. “We need ta talk, 

me thinks.” And with that, he grabbed Norrington’s shirt and pulled him along, walking him all the 
way back to the Pearl and his cabin, wincing and hissing as he did, teeth set and mouth grim. 


“What were ye thinkin’?!”” Jack growled furiously the moment the cabin door was locked. James 
stared at him from his spot near the table. The captain scoffed and moved to his stash of rum to 
retrieve a bottle. When he bent down to pick it up, he gave a small moan and scrunched his eyes 
shut, and Norrington frowned. He had not seen Jack being cut during the fight, the lucky bastard 
that he was, so what... 


Of course. He had fallen onto that cannon in the beginning. Sparrow, the stubborn oaf that he was, 
had continued to fight in the first line instead of backing away and letting his men handle things, 
which probably made whatever injury he had sustained much worse. 

“Jack...” 

“Don’t’cha Jack me!” Sparrow seethed and took a swig of rum. “What t’ ‘ell was that, 
Commodore? Eh?” 

“What was what?” 

“Ye! Comin’ onboard of La Whatever, brandishin’ a sword like ye were askin’ fer trouble!” 

“T’m a soldier, Jack.” 

“Yer an idiot. James.” The captain shot back, undoing his sword belt with one hand, the fingers of 
the other still firmly wrapped around the neck of the bottle. Rum sloshed inside as he tugged the 
buckle open. Once free, he threw the belt into the corner of the cabin, the sword clattering inside 
its scabbard noisily. 


He looked like a furious thundercloud, his jaw tight and his eyes heated. James huffed. 

“You can’t expect me to be on your crew and not fight, Captain,” he said pointedly, his gaze level 
with Jack’s. The pirate bared his teeth at him with a snarl. 

“Not when yer still not well, ye daft buzzard!” 

“You’re not well either,” James replied, to which Jack, unexpectedly, rounded up on him. Leaning 
close, staring daggers at Norrington, the captain let a moment pass in silence. Then- 

“T’m fine!” 


And he was twirling around, trying to move away, but James was quicker. With an agile hand, he 
grabbed Jack’s arm and turned them on the spot, then pressed the pirate to the nearest wall, 
trapping him there with his own body. Jack whimpered when his back collided with the hull, his 
whole frame tensing as his eyes fell shut. 

“You are not fine,” James observed calmly, both palms on Jack’s shoulders. He pushed one leg 
between Sparrow’s thighs, keeping him in place as he skimmed his hands down over the pirate’s 
chest. Once he got to the ribs, Jack gave a pain-filled moan and flinched away, his breath catching 
in his throat. “Ribs?” James asked knowingly, his voice softening. 

“Damn you, James!” The captain spat back, finally opening his eyes. Norrington was not surprised 
to see them a little misty - broken ribs hurt something fierce. “‘‘S all yer fault anyway, ye stupid 
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twat 
“Come.” He prompted, pulling away carefully, shifting his hold to Jack’s arms when it became 
apparent that the pirate would have trouble staying upright. 


In the middle of the fight, the pain often went unnoticed by soldiers, until the battle ended and it 
had an opportunity to make itself known. It was somehow comforting - in a twisted sort of way - to 
see that Jack was no more than a human. Hell, his own wrists were aching after that brief scramble, 
and he was man enough to admit it... when the time came. For now, he had the wonder of a living 
legend at his hands, suffering rather badly from a case of cracked bones, and it seemed that James 
was his only hope here, seeing as Jack would never admit to his crew that he was anything less 
than a godly creature. 


Wincing, James berated himself for his idiotic thoughts as soon as they had surfaced, then led Jack 
to the cot, sitting him down slowly. The captain hissed and groaned, his hand pressed to his right 
side tenderly, and Norrington busied himself with unlacing his shirt. He could pull it off over 
Jack’s head, but that would probably hurt even more, and James didn’t want to do that. His own 
hands were still throbbing, a reminder of his painful ordeal, and when he remembered just how 
delicate Sparrow had been with him, he simply couldn’t let himself be careless. 


Tie, after tie, after tie, and thankfully, the shirt came off a few moments later. Norrington eyed 
Jack’s side critically, taking in the long bruise. It was just a deep red for now, but it would surely 
turn black by the next morning. Delicately, he pressed light fingertips to the abused flesh, looking 
for cracks, but it was hard to do with the way Jack’s whole side swelled up. The pirate hissed and 
leaned away, sending a glare Norrington’s way. James tsked at him. 

“Broken, I assume?” He ventured, to which Jack snarled quietly. 

““M fine.” 

“You sure are,” James agreed sarcastically, then looked around the cabin. There was a wash basin 
on the wardrobe, filled, thankfully, so he grabbed the cloth from it and soaked it in water. It 
wouldn’t be much, but it could at least cool the sore spot a little, hopefully enough to reduce the 
swelling. 


“Want to tell me how this is my fault?” He went on conversationally, and the eyeroll that followed 
could be felt in the air between them. 

“T told ye to stay in the bloody cabin,” Jack reminded him, gritting his teeth when the cold, wet 
cloth touched his skin. 

“T didn’t push you on the cannon, though.” 

“No! But ye-” the captain broke off so abruptly he hiccuped. Norrington’s eyes shot to him in 
surprise. 


A rambling Sparrow was nothing new. A chatty Sparrow was a given on any day. A hesitant 
Sparrow was something he had never anticipated to meet. 


“But I...?” He prodded carefully, with his words and his hands alike, coming to a conclusion that 
one of Jack’s ribs was, in fact, broken. It was in its rightful place, thankfully, so there was no need 
for a more professional assessment in the form of Jonesie. 


Once he was done cooling the area, James threw the cloth back into the wash basin. It gave Jack 
the opportunity to lie down, which he did, sulkily turning his back on James. Norrington frowned 
at the pirate’s chosen position - on his good side, facing the hull. 

“Jack?” 

“T like ye a bit too much, alright?” Was the growled response, almost angry in its quality, and 
James had a brief moment to wonder what it meant. The captain had told him before that he liked 
him a lot, so why was this such a big deal? 


“How is that bad?” 
“Because it jus’ is!” 


And that seemed to be the end of the conversation between them - it looked like James could do 
nothing more than stare at Jack’s back... Jack’s very naked back, covered with multiple tattoos he 
hadn’t seen very well before. Not knowing what to do, silently fascinated with the decorated skin, 
Norrington heaved out a sigh and moved to the cot, sitting gingerly on the edge of it. He thought 
about digging deeper into the topic - and wasn’t that a surprise! The commodore, interested in the 
inner workings of a pirate’s mind! But... well, it seemed that Sparrow was not very interested in 
talking to him, so instead, James let his gaze roam over the tanned flesh, taking in the exotic 
patterns imprinted in it. 


There was a text scribbled all over Jack’s back, still visible despite the bruised spot. It looked like 
one of the ancient poems, and the handwriting was so twirly it was hard to make out the words, but 
it looked intriguing enough. Inside it, a couple of celtic emblems could be seen - one of them 
looking like a sun, another more like a turtle, and the third, nothing else but a devil. Fascinated, 
James reached out to touch it, the black contours tantalizing in the muted light of the cabin, but 
stopped himself right before his fingers could graze the skin. 


What if Jack didn’t want him like that? Maybe the whole thing had been a ruse to get what the 
crazy pirate had craved so clearly, and he was now being dismissed? But then, why would Jack act 
so strangely now? Wouldn’t it be according to his plans to use James and dispose of him? There 
was no better, no cleaner way of getting rid of someone than letting them go down in a fight. And 
yet, Sparrow appeared furious that James would put himself in harm’s way... Unless... 


I like ye a bit too much, alright? 
Oh. OA. 


Suddenly enlightened, Norrington watched as Jack wriggled in place, getting comfortable on the 
burgundy sheets. He looked as decadent as a pirate king, and if it hadn’t been for his flagrant 
sulking, James would find himself wanting to repeat what had happened between them in the 
night... 


Norrington shook his head. Why not try anyway? It wasn’t like he had anything to lose... 


Slowly, cautiously, he tugged his own shirt off, letting it fall to the floor. His back gave a twinge of 
protest and his wrists throbbed, reminding him that he needed to change the bandages probably. 
Now that the fight was over, he could feel every aching muscle and strained sinew, but he was 
determined to set the things between him and Jack right, so he decided on a rather straightforward 
approach. As carefully as he was able, he lowered himself next to Jack and spooned up behind him, 
his right arm wrapping around the captain’s waist, while he held himself up on the elbow of the 
other one. Jack harrumphed something and attempted to roll away, but James wouldn’t let him, 
keeping him close, mindful of his sore side. Once the pirate settled down with a grumble, 
Norrington ducked his head and pressed a kiss to one very shapely shoulder, his lips sliding against 
a tiny octopus tattoo. Jack groaned. 


“What now?” He growled, shrugging James’ mouth off. “*M tired. An’ in pain! Lemme sleep!” 

“T didn’t tell you why I boarded La Casa Blanca, Captain,” Norrington replied, chuckling quietly 
when Jack fell very still. “You see, Captain, it appears that I might have grown quite fond of you as 
well...” 

His answer came in a thunderous glare sent to him over the same shoulder he had been kissing a 
moment before. Jack’s eyes narrowed at him, glimmering like two smoldering coals. James went 
on. 


“T saw what was happening... I’m not stupid, Jack, I know an ambush when I see one.” That 
earned him a snort as Sparrow’s murderous stare transformed to a more gentle version. “I couldn’t 
let good people die... especially the captain.” 

“Told ye, I wasn’t gonna kill ‘em,” Jack started, wiggling around until he was lying on his back, 
his gaze focused on James. “I ain’t never liked bloodshed, Commodore, an’ if I could help it-” 
“They liked bloodshed, though,” James cut him off, looking at him imploringly. Jack frowned, 
falling silent, his mind calculating. And then- 

“Ye don’t mean that,” he said, all traces of anger gone, disbelief crawling onto his features. James 
smiled. 

“T most certainly do.” 


Jack wanted to say something else, was opening his mouth already, in fact, but James was quicker. 
With a swift dive, he caught Jack’s lips with his, using the momentary surprise to his advantage 
and slipping his tongue in, making the pirate gasp in shock. The gasps quickly turned to little 
moans of delight, quiet but definitely there, and - after the initial astonishment had passed - Jack 
started to kiss him back with so much heat Norrington was sure he was going to catch fire. 


They broke apart after a moment, both panting heavily, and James allowed himself to observe a bit 
more, his gaze trailing over the many tattoos on Jack’s chest. The pirate grinned when he touched 
one of them. 

“T thought ye didn’t like pirates, Jamie...” 

“T’m beginning to suspect that this does not apply to a certain captain of a black-sailed ship,” 
Norrington answered, running his fingertips over a small anchor tattoo on Jack’s good side, the 
delicate graze making Sparrow shiver. 

“Oh, really?” Jack asked. “An’ what’cha gonna do about that, luv?” 


But James wasn’t really listening to him, no - to Jack’s delight, the commodore proceeded to skim 
his clever fingers all over his chest, teasing the delicate skin until the captain arched up, silently 
pleading for more. The caress was careful but not hesitant, and the intoxicating quality of it railed 
Jack up more than any Tortugan wench had up till then. The slowness of the touch, however, left 
him a bit desperate for more, so when James finally decided to splay his fingers widely over his 
hip, Jack’s moan of approval was more than enthusiastic. 

“Ye’ve been holding out on me, darling,” The captain murmured, tilting his head back in bliss 
when those fingers squeezed and scratched lightly at his flesh. They moved lower, delicately 
dipping under the waistband of his breeches, before they advanced deeper. Jack muttered out a 
curse, and James chuckled. 

“T am not completely clueless, Jack,” Norrington replied, wrapping his fingers around the eager 
flesh he found. It was hardening up quickly, silky smooth under his palm, and hot, so hot... 

“Nay, ye definitely ain’t, luv...” Jack bit his lip, hips straining up, chasing more of the loose touch 
he had been granted. 


There was something utterly bone-melting in the way James had taken the initiative, plunging his 
hand inside Jack’s pants and just doing what he wanted. And the captain was certainly enjoying it, 
little jolts of pleasure flowing down his spine like a lazy river. He had never liked being idle in 
bed, especially not with such fetching fellows, but his recent injury made it a bit hard to 
reciprocate. Instead of the usual way he would press himself to whomever happened to occupy his 
cot at the given time and demand attention, he was reduced to some blind groping below James’ 
waist. Blind, because his eyes kept fluttering shut every time the commodore squeezed his fist a bit 
tighter or gave him a particularly delicious stroke. 


He had wanted to do something more... adventurous with Norrington, hoping to see if the good 
officer had some experience with men between the sheets, too. It turned out that nothing more 
adventurous was required, as James picked up the pace of his hand, clever fingers teasing the tip of 


his cock in uneven intervals. He was certainly knowledgeable. It was so good that Jack spared a 
thought to wonder whether that was how the good commodore would touch himself at the end of 
the day, whether the lips that had now appeared on his shoulder would be parted to let out some 
quiet moans, or would they be bitten shut to keep all embarrassing noises inside. Would James go 
oh so filthily slow, savouring the moment, or would he just dive right in, so eager that he wouldn’t 
even pay attention to his clothes and go straight for his cock? 


That line of thought was broken when the mouth pressed to his shoulder opened and took a bite, 
sharp teeth closing over Jack’s collarbone, hard enough to leave a bruise. The captain jerked in 
place, which jolted his ribs and made him hiss. James let go immediately, soothing the hurt with a 
very agile, very warm tongue. 

“Careful,” Norrington whispered, somehow perfectly positioned for the words to fly directly to 
Jack’s ear, before that same devilish mouth closed on the shell of it, sucking, and nibbling, and oh 
gods... 

“Jamie...” Jack whimpered, rocking his hips up, seeking more of the sensation, and was rewarded 
with a thumb rubbing the underside of his length firmly, before long fingers dipped lower, paying 
thorough attention to his family jewels. 


The cabin was growing hotter by the minute - a fact that had nothing to do with the weather 
outside, the captain was certain - and every deep, air-searching breath that he took pulled painfully 
at his bruised side, but Jack was willing to keep on gasping like a shored fish if it meant that James 
would just end the sweet torture and give him some of the blessed relief. It was almost shocking 
how he had no desire to do it himself - he’d rather let Norrington kill him slowly with pleasure, 
bestowed by lightly twitching, still weak hands, than just grab himself and be done. Besides, his 
own hand on James’ groin, groping the hard length through the thin layer of cotton was too busy 
exploring the shape of him to take it away and push it down his own pants. 


With a small smile, Jack gave him a little squeeze. James groaned, his hand returning to Jack’s 
cock again, wrapping around the length firmly. He set up a fast pace, tantalizing in how relentless it 
was, and the pirate had no other choice but to moan and arch up. Norrington muttered something 
into his neck, groaning as well when Jack started to rub him vigorously through his breeches, 
matching the pace with the rhythm of James’ fist on his own cock. With his free hand, so far 
tangled in the sheets in a desperate attempt at not flying off the bed, Jack tugged his head up for a 
kiss, fingers sliding through the messed up mane. And then, the captain had the amazing idea to 

tug on the handful of hair he held onto, which tore a very helpless whine from James, the 

tremulous sound of it shooting straight to Jack’s groin and he was flying... falling... crashing 
down... 


He was barely aware of James finishing him off, of the stickiness inside his own breeches and the 
desperate way Norrington pushed himself into Jack’s hand, still cupped around him, squeezing 
lightly. With his world blurry, filled with a truly animal noise that, after a few painful breaths, 
turned out to be his own, Jack came to. He licked his lips, glancing to the side, only to be met with 
James’ scorching gaze. Despite his hurting chest, high on those good, tingly feelings that always 
appeared after a good romp in the sheets, he couldn’t stop a slow grin from appearing on his face. 


Norrington’s reaction to it was more than satisfactory - he melted into Jack’s side, carefully 
avoiding his cracked ribs when wrapping one arm around his waist, then proceeded to thrust his 
hips forward. His breath hitched when the captain’s clever fingers, trapped between them, found 
the waistband of his pants and slipped underneath. The hot length that awaited him gave a twitch 
when Jack wrapped his palm around it, and James pressed his face into his shoulder when he 
started to move his hand. It was quick, and dirty, and exactly what the commodore needed, as 
evidenced by those helpless little moans that kept fanning over Jack’s shoulder, his back bowing, 
his body seeking pleasure. The captain was so fascinated with the reaction he was almost bereft 


when it ended abruptly, James’ muscles tensing briefly before he came wetly between them, nails 
digging into the pirate’s hip. He was curiously silent, too, something to be explored later for sure, 
because Jack was certain there were more delicious noises he could draw out of his dear Jamie. For 
now, though, an almost startled gasp and a hitching of breath would have to be enough. 


More than enough, Jack thought lazily, one hand rubbing mindless patterns over the small of the 
commodore’s back. James hummed contentedly, stretching next to the captain, panting heavily 
with his eyes closed. There were lips pressed lightly to Jack’s shoulder, right over an old Chinese 
tattoo, and the captain smiled indulgently. 

“Ye know, luv,” he drawled, “we ‘ave ta try it out when we’re not both wounded...” 


Norrington was about to answer, but a knock on the door stopped him. 

“Aye?” Jack asked, not even bothering to raise his head. On the other side, Gibbs’ voice could be 
heard. 

“We’re underway, Capt’n! T’ lads want ta know when we’ll be sharin’ t’ loot.” 

“ll be out in a tick, Josh!” Jack called back, then sighed. “Sorry, darlin’. Seems that bunch 0’ cods 
can’t do anythin’ without me,” he apologized, to which James snorted. 

“You love it, Sparrow. Admit it.” He answered knowingly, and Jack chuckled. 

“Only a little.” 

“Liar.” 

“Pirate, luv,” he corrected, then winced when he tried to disentangle himself from their very 
comfortable arrangement of half naked bodies. Smiling, James helped him up, eyeing the bruised 
side critically. 

“We should wrap this,” he proposed, but the captain waved him off. 

“Not me first broken rib. I’m fine.” 


To demonstrate just how fine he was, Jack spent the next five minutes groaning and cursing as he 
cleaned himself up, and struggled into a fresh pair of breeches and a shirt. James did the same, then 
helped him quickly. Thankfully, it seemed like his wrists - as well as his back - had settled down 
some after the fight and, other than an occasional twinge of pain, they stopped hurting overmuch. 
Properly dressed - something Norrington would never have expected on a pirate vessel - they 
stepped out, looking for Gibbs and the loot. 


The hunt didn’t last long - as luck would have it, it had turned out that they had chosen an ideal 
time for their little tryst, seeing as everyone had gone belowdecks for dinner. Jack and James joined 
them, to some happy snickers and friendly ribbing from the crew, which Norrington tried hard to 
ignore. 

“Oi, if ye make me commodore angry, ye’ll have t’ anchor watch in Tortuga, savvy?” The captain 
announced after some time, sitting down next to James with two bowls of stew. Very quickly, 
James learned that a pirate ship operated much the same as any other - the food looked disgusting, 
but with the right cook, it would at least taste well... Thomas, the Pearl’s cook, seemed to be very 
decent indeed, so Norrington tucked in. 


After the meal, the treasure cache was carried in, and Jack did the counting, carefully browsing 
through the loot. Before he started to give everyone their cut, however, he went back to his cabin, 
only to return with a leather ledger, a quill, and an inkwell. He placed the book in front of 
Norrington, who frowned. 

“What’s this?” 

“Read an’ sign,” Jack said in a drawl, then walked away again, fetching a bottle of rum and two 
cups from Thomas. 


James opened the ledger, his confusion turning to surprise upon seeing the neatly scrawled text. 
The ship’s Articles. That was a shock. While he was aware, logically, that there had to be some 


rules imposed on any vessel to make it operational even under the command of a daft pirate, to see 
a neat set of rules actually written down... 


Astonished, James read through them, quickly learning that at least this particular pirate ship was 
very orderly when it came to law. No stealing from crew members and no fights onboard. If 
someone lost a limb or had been otherwise permanently injured, he was entitled to monetary 
compensation. If there were conflicts to be settled by weapon, that could only be done on the 
shore. In case of mutiny, the mutineers were to be thrown overboard or marooned. When it came to 
booty, the share of the loot was always the same - three pieces for the captain, two pieces for the 
officers, and one piece for the crew members. 


A small list of specific conditions followed, all of them very rational, and at the end, another list 
awaited, this one stretching for a few pages. There were names on it, some crossed out, some with 
crosses next to them. To the right of every single man, there was either their signature, or a simple 
X marking it. 

“Can ye sail under a pirate, luv?” Jack’s voice asked above his shoulder, and Norrington startled. 
He glanced at the captain, taking in Jack’s rather small smile, seeing it for what it was - a careful 
mask. Clearly, Norrington’s hesitation to sign anything without reading it first must have signaled 
to him that the commodore still hadn’t made up his mind. 


Knowing that there was no other way, feeling strangely at peace with the choice taken out of his 
hands - he had already been a pirate for the last two weeks or so, after all - James smirked and 
grabbed the quill, dipping it in the ink. 

“Tt appears, Captain Sparrow, that you have gained a new crew member,” he observed and signed 
the Articles, making his signature as ornate as possible. Jack’s smile turned blindingly brilliant in 
such a short time, James felt lightheaded when he realized it was all his doing. It was a strange 
sensation, more shocking for being caused by a pirate, and Norrington decided not to overanalyze 
it. Instead, when Jack placed a cup of rum in front of him, James chose to raise it in toast. 

“To the Black Pearl,” he called, loud enough to be heard by everyone around. The crew was silent 
for a beat, then raised their own cups with happy cries, some of them directed at him, some 
praising their captain. 


After that, the loot was divided smoothly, each pirate receiving their cut with glee in their eyes. 
Jack did the splitting, while Gibbs and James handed out the goods, and soon, it was all gone, 
packed into pockets and boots. Even Norrington found himself with a handful of pieces of gold, 
silver, and a couple of pearls. He pocketed them, wondering if he could find a good place to keep 
them, before he decided that this particular line of thinking wouldn’t get him anywhere. The whole 
crew slept on the gundeck, their meager possessions tucked away in their hammocks, and only Jack 
owned a cabin all to himself. Norrington... well, he hadn’t even been assigned a single potato sack 
as of now... 


Thankfully, that particular conundrum solved itself on the same evening, when Jack grumbled 
something about stupid bloody Navy after James had enquired as to his more permanent quarters. 
Then, the pirate Captain simply dragged him to the cot, installed himself at James’ side and 
promptly drifted off. Norrington, for the life of him, wouldn’t be able to tell why he fell asleep 
with a wide smile on his face. 


Chapter 6 


Tortuga was... eccentric. From the moment James set his foot in the - surprisingly big - port, he 
was attacked by loud voices and strange smells... not all of them pleasant. Seeing a few men 
watching him with suspicion in their eyes, he looked at Jack, who only smiled and threw his left 
arm around him, tugging him along. 

“Some people “ere still remember yer commodorishness, luv,” he explained privately as they made 
their way down the street. 

“Should I be concerned?” 

“Nay,” Jack said, shrugging. “In yer usual, pristine uniform, ye would be richer for a knife in yer 
back, but now...” The captain waved his hand imploringly at Norrington’s clothes, his gaze telling. 
James glanced down at himself. 


He was wearing a set of loose, dark breeches and an ill-fitting shirt that didn’t even lace up 
properly because it was missing a few ties, but his skin was way too pale to blend into the crowd, 
no matter how much time Jack had spent braiding his hair. Yes, his hair was braided, pulled tightly 
at the sides and tied into a ponytail at the back, reminding him about the Nordic tribes he had once 
read about in his brother’s books. The captain had a lot of fun tending to each individual braid, too, 
seeing as it had been what had concerned him mostly on their way here. 

“Ye look like a pirate, luv,” Jack summed up, shooting him a grin, then pulled him into one of the 
taverns. 


It was a small establishment, with dirty, wooden floors and even dirtier tables. Jack made a beeline 
for the bar immediately, beaming at the lass running it, earning himself a cheeky smile in return. 
They talked about something, before the girl nodded and shooed him off, and Norrington was 
forced to follow when the captain weaved his way through the people inside in search of a table. 
Their destination turned out to be a small, crooked thing that wobbled almost as much as Jack did, 
and the pirate brushed some debris off the top of it, before he sat down. He patted the empty chair 
next to him, and James joined him, eyeing the table with suspicion, ready for it to fall apart at any 
moment. Jack chuckled. 


“This ain’t much, but t’ food is great, an’ t’ rum is even better,” he assured, then frowned. “Ah, but 
ye don’t like that sorta thing... Maybe some ale, then, fer yer commodorial sensibilities?” 

“Rum’s fine,” Norrington answered, making the captain’s eyes big with surprise. “I think ’m 
starting to get used to the taste.” 


That it reminded him of Jack, James left to himself. 


Not long after, one of the maids brought them a bottle and two cups, which Jack ignored promptly, 
snatching the rum out of her hand and taking a long swig. He hummed and smacked his lips in 
delight, his eyes rolling skyward. How a man could be so pleased with a couple of mouthfuls of 
alcohol, James couldn’t fathom, so he just shook his head, raising his cup and clearing his throat 
imploringly. 

“Alright, alright,” Jack conceded, tilting the bottle and pouring him a generous amount, then went 
back to sipping. 


“So... where to now?” Norrington asked, and the captain shrugged. 

“T ‘ave some things that need me attention “ere...” He trailed off mysteriously, but when James 
just kept on staring at him, one eyebrow raised, he went on finally. “There’s a merchant who’s 
found a nice little tiny cave south o’ Santa Anna. We could go there...” 

“Why?” 


“Because it may be profitable.” 

“Why?” James pressed, and Sparrow sighed. 

“Because it may be filled with all manner of gold and shiny things just waitin’ fer us to pick up.” 
“You mean steal.” 

“Ye really gotta work on yer perspective, Jamie,” Jack muttered, gulping down some rum sulkily. 


James scoffed, drinking from his own cup, before he shrugged. 

“T guess my perspective will take some time to shift fully, Captain.” It was true, but he could 
already feel the change incoming, moving slowly like a lazy tide. The pirate leaned forward, his 
eyes glimmering. 

“Yer doin’ fine, Commodore,” he assured, one beringed hand closing over Norrington’s wrist. “Ye 
jus’ need to... loosen up a bit.” 


It was clear that Jack wanted to add something more, but a voice from the side interrupted him. 
James jerked his head up, noticing the barkeeper standing over them, two bowls of stew in hand. 
“T would watch out for this one,” she said, inclining her head in Sparrow’s direction, smiling 
flirtatiously at Norrington. Before James could answer, however, she frowned, eyeing him 
suspiciously, all merriment gone. “I know you.” 

“Ye do?” Jack echoed, eyebrows rising. She ignored him, eyes boring into Nottington. 

“Yes... I think ve seen you somewhere...” 

“T think you must be mistaken,” James answered, taking a swig of rum. 

“Cordelia... Darling... I think ye haven’t yet met me new Sailin’ Master,” Jack tried, batting his 
eyelashes at her, trying to keep problems from appearing. She only squinted more. 

“Right,” she muttered, glancing between them, before she shook her head. “Of course. And since I 
must have mistaken you for someone, it wouldn’t interest you that there’s a bloke here that may be 
one of yours, hmmm?” 


Surprised, Norrington shot Jack a quick look, to which Jack just cocked his head to the side. 
“What’cha talkin’ ‘bout, luv?” The pirate asked, suspicious. 

“Captain Queernabs there.” She nodded over her shoulder, clearly pointing to a small door at the 
back of the tavern. “Looks awful, but he’s nice enough, and speaks like some high-born soldier... 
well, when he speaks, that is. He’s been roughed up quite badly.” 


Hearing that, Norrington and Sparrow exchanged another glance, before Jack smiled sweetly at 
Cordelia. 

‘Darlin’, could ye perhaps keep those fer us,” he motioned to the two bowls of stew, “while we go 
and take a wee peek at the gentleman in question, eh?” The captain proposed, to which the barkeep 
just rolled her eyes as if she had waited for that request to appear. 

“Go, get him off my hands. The food will wait.” And she took the bowls with her, back to the 
counter. 

“C’mon, James,” Jack prompted, standing up. Norrington followed him through the crowd and to 
the side door. Once they stepped through, they found themselves in a tiny yard behind the tavern, 
fenced off from the rest of the town with tall, wooden boards, housing a little shed, and- 

“Oh god,” James breathed out, his eyes wide. 


In front of them, curled up inside the shed, there was a man sitting on the floor, leaning against one 
of the dirty walls, his clothes filthy enough that it took Norrington a longer moment to recognize 
the red coat he knew so well. 


Slowly, haltingly, they made their way to the man, with James going first, tentatively reaching out, 
grabbing the bundle of misery in hopes of getting a better look at his face. Once he did, he couldn’t 
really stop the gasp of horror that tore itself out of his mouth. 


“Groves?” He whispered, shock making his throat tight. 


His former Lieutenant was hardly recognizable without his wig and hat, his hair a tangled mess of 
knots and filth. His face was dirty, smudged with mud, blood, and God only knew what else, puffy 
and bearing a few sizable bruises. There was a crusted-over cut on his left eyebrow, and his eye 
was nearly swollen shut. When James ran a careful finger over his right cheek - much better 
looking than the rest - Groves jerked away, blinking his good eye open slowly. 


“Sir?” He mumbled quietly, squinting against the sunset behind Norrington. James shivered 
hearing his voice, so familiar and yet so faint. From behind him, Jack popped his head in, twisting 
around like a snake. 

“Hullo, lad,” he said, then pushed his way through, his expression for once serious. The Captain 
eyed the Lieutenant, then scrunched his nose. “Ye don’ look so bright, mate,” he summed up, 
frowning, before he turned to James. “We take ‘im back to t’ Pearl?” 


Norrington’s blood turned to ice in a blink. He gaped at Jack, eyes wide. 

“Of course we take him back to the Pearl! Did you want to leave him here?” He demanded, 
waving his hand around the decrepit shed. He glared a bit, too, for good measure, but before he 
could add anything else - a couple of insults were ready to tumble off his tongue - Jack shook his 
head with a jingle. 

“No, ye daft cod!” He protested, then rolled his eyes. “Was just wonderin’ whether he’d make it all 
t’ way back to t’ docks,” he explained, glancing back at Groves, who was currently watching them 
silently, as if he couldn’t really believe they were standing right in front of him. “Can ye walk, 
lad?” 


There was something that might have resembled a shrug, if the man in front of them hadn’t been so 
exhausted and obviously in pain, so Jack took it as maybe. 

“Alright, lemme talk t? Cordelia. Ye two wait “ere.” And with that, he was twirling around and 
walking back into the tavern, leaving James on watch over his friend, who started to nod off 
slowly. 


Thankfully, the barkeep had a place for rent upstairs, a two-people bedroom that would work just 
fine. After they struggled the mostly-unconscious Groves into the room, Jack went and enquired 
about a bath which, thankfully, was prepared quickly. Two boys carried in a wooden tub, then 
proceeded to fill it with hot water, before they made themselves scarce. Jack, in the meantime, had 
managed to beg his way into Cordelia’s supplies, and came back with a handful of clean rags and 
strips of linen that would work nicely as bandages, had they needed them. 


If getting Groves to the room had been hard, putting him into the tub was a real nightmare. 
Halfway through, James was muttering curses under his nose, while Jack tried to arrange all the 
limbs inside, just so they could wash them. They wouldn’t have insisted on it had it not been for 
the simple fact that assessing any damage done to the Lieutenant required getting the grime and 
filth off him. The way they had found him, there was barely any skin visible, not to mention 
bruises and cuts. 


“Easy, lad,” Jack soothed, lowering the man the last couple of inches into the water. It barely 
reached his waist, but it would be enough. It had already started to turn dark by the time they had 
his legs in. 


Once he was reclining in the tub, Groves seemed to regain some of his faculties, and started to look 
at the both of them with more recognition in his eyes... at least the good one. 

“James,” he voiced, making Norrington turn to him, temporarily abandoning his task of scrubbing 
his left leg clean. 


“Theodore,” he greeted. 

“What’s... Where...” 

“We’re on Tortuga, but that can wait. How do you feel?” James asked, concern evident in his 
words. Groves grimaced. 

“Hurts.” 

“We'll get you sorted out, don’t worry,” he tried, but the man’s eyes widened and he glanced down 
in panic. 

“Wha... no, you shouldn’t... I can do it myself,” he babbled, hands flailing slightly, and James just 
shushed him. 

“You’re in no state to do anything. Let us help.” 

“But-” 

“That’s an order, Lieutenant.” 


James hated pulling rank on his friends, but sometimes it was necessary, especially with someone 
as stubborn as Theodore. Groves might protest all he wanted, but it was clear that he couldn’t as 
much as lift a finger in his current state. Besides, it wasn’t the first time he had landed himself in 
Norrington’s care - a few years back, when a particularly vicious storm had caught them unawares, 
he had plopped down from the nest like a sack of bricks, earning himself a concussion, a broken 
arm and a few cracked ribs. He had been confined to bed for a month and, since he had refused all 
possible care, Norrington had forced him to accept at least his nursing, unskilled as it had been at 
the time. He had made it into an order, too, which, thankfully, Groves followed, much like now. 
“Yes, sir,” he murmured, his eyes fluttering shut. 


Jack grinned at them, taking over and picking up the washing rag. Sometimes the captain had to 
play the midshipman, or a hand in the sick bay. If it made Norrington less hissy - something Jack 
truly hated - he was willing to do it. Carefully, he inspected the limb James had been working on, 
noticing a rather serious swelling around the ankle. He moved it experimentally, earning a weak 
groan, but it seemed to only be badly twisted and should be fine with some rest. Norrington in the 
meantime had started to clean the Lieutenant’s face gently, brushing off dirt, revealing bruise after 
bruise. 

“What the hell happened to him?” He seethed quietly, and Jack shrugged. 

“Yer fancy red coats, probably.” 

“In Tortuga?” James asked, his voice a growl. The captain shook his head. 

“Ain’t yer Navy bastards tha’ did this t? him. The coat did. To show up wearin’ it here is like 
paintin’ a bull’s eye on yer back, Jamie,” he explained softly, busying himself with the other leg. It 
had a few cuts and bruises as well, but it looked mostly alright. Jack sighed in relief - it would have 
been hell to drag the bloke all the way back to the Pearl with both legs out of commission. 


Between the two of them, they had Groves sorted out in an hour or so. When all the cuts were 
cleaned and all bruises smeared with an ointment Jack had pilfered off Cordelia, they wrapped 
Theodore’s leg in wet bandage to help with the swelling, then carried him to bed. Mostly 
unconscious already, the Lieutenant curled up under a ratty blanket and dropped off immediately, 
giving a small snore. Jack huffed in amusement, rolled his eyes, and went to order some fresh 
water for them both, then came back to mutter distractedly about wasting money. James just sat on 
the edge of the bed, his eyes glued to Groves, watching him like a hawk. 


His Lieutenant had a couple of ribs bruised, probably cracked, and his ankle was in a bad shape. 


His face took a right beating, but - thankfully - nothing was broken, and he should heal fine, 
provided the swelling around his eye went down. There was a huff somewhere in the room. 

“He’s gonna be fine,” Jack’s voice reached him, muttered but not harsh. “I’ve seen worse, trust me 
on that.” 

“T can’t help but wonder...” 

“..what happened, eh?” The pirate finished for him. “Don’t’cha worry, he’ Il tell us come mornin’.” 


There was a knock and, after Jack called to enter, the two boys were back with fresh water and 
some stew. Jack grinned. 

“Ah! Excellent! Look, Jamie, t’ dinner’s here!” Happy, he intercepted the bowls, setting them on a 
table pushed into the far corner of the room. Then, he turned to the two youngsters, waiting 
patiently until they filled the tub with water. 


“Now, listen ‘ere, lads,” he leaned closer, conspiratorially, producing a pouch from his pocket. “T 
want ye t’ buy me a shirt and some breeches, aye? Somethin’ that’ ll fit our friend there,” he said, 
pointing at the Groves-shaped lump on the bed. “If yer back ‘ere with ‘em in t? mornin’, ye’ll get 
ten shillings each. Do we ‘ave an accord?” He asked, flashing them his golden teeth, their shine 
practically reflecting in the youngsters’ wide eyes. 

“Yes, sir!” 

“Alright, then.” Jack passed them the pouch, making it jingle. “Don’t lose this and throw... this 
away,” he ordered, handing them the sad, dirty pile that had been Groves’ uniform. They had only 
left him his underwear, then discarded the rest. There was no point in keeping it, really - by the 
time the Tortugeans were finished desecrating the uniform, there was barely anything left. Jack 
was certainly right to get rid of it, before it brought more problems down on them. 


“Now, scram.” He shooed them away, locking the door when they disappeared down the flight of 
stairs. 


In the morning, right before the sun rose, Groves jolted awake with a tiny, hiccuped groan, 
inadvertently rousing Norrington from his uneasy slumber at the end of the bed. He bolted upright, 
looking for the source of the noise, before his gaze landed on one eye watching him in disbelief. 
“James?” Theodore asked softly, tentatively, as if he was afraid he was still asleep. James smiled. 
“Theo.” He moved closer, sitting next to his former Lieutenant, reaching out and checking the 
swelling with light fingers. It looked a little better, more blue than red, but it wasn’t as puffy as the 
evening before. 

“You’re really here...” Groves whispered with a sigh, his good eye fluttering closed briefly. “How 
did you find me?” 

“Jack Sparrow has many friends, as it turns out, and one of them was the lady that let you find 
shelter in her shed.” 

“Jack...” Theodore’s eye went comically wide. “Captain of the Black Pearl? So that wasn’t a 
dream either?” 


In response, Norrington shook his head, then looked to the side, Groves’ gaze following. At the 
table in the corner, sprawled in the chair and with his feet up, was nobody else but Jack, mouth 
slack, eyes closed, sleeping like a babe with a bottle of rum tucked behind his belt, one arm 
hanging limply next to a chair leg. James chuckled, then turned back to Groves, his face serious 
once again. 


“What happened to you?” 

“Tortuga.” He grimaced. “I don’t think the townsmen like me...” 

“Tt’s the coat,” James answered, remembering what Jack had told him. “It’s a death wish here, 
Theo.” 

“T know that now, sir,” he said, coughing a little, his face scrunching up in pain. 

“T wouldn’t cough too much if I were you,” Norrington warned. “Your ribs are cracked at least.” 
“Oh yes, I can feel them, sir.” 

“Theo?” 

“Sir?” 

“Drop the title, will you? We’re not exactly Navy anymore.” 


Theodore was silent for a moment, but then he agreed with a nod. 

“Alright, as you wish.” 

“Tf anything,” James went on, smirking. “It’s that rumpled rumy lump there that has that title now, 
seeing as he’s the captain.” He added, trying to bring about some humor. Groves’ eye flickered to 
Jack and back. 

“So you’ re sailing with him...” 

“T don’t see how I could do anything else...” Norrington sighed. Except maybe getting my old life 
back, but that ship had sailed so long ago it was halfway around the world right now. He 
shrugged. “It’s not a bad life.” 

“Tell me this when everything stops hurting,” Theodore muttered. 

“What are you doing here anyway?” James was curious. He had sacrificed himself to keep his 
friend safe and, with the state they had found him in, he doubted that had worked splendidly well. 


Groves cleared his throat and looked away, his lips pulled into a tight line. 

“T’m sorry, James.” 

“Sorry?” Norrington almost squeaked in disbelief. “What have you to be sorry for? For God’s sake, 
man! It’s not your fault that they beat you up!” 

“T...” He swallowed heavily, blinking rapidly, then took a deep breath. “I went to the Admiral... I 
told him everything.” 


In the silence that followed the statement, James tried to make sense of Theodore’s words, while 
the man just lied there, biting his lip nervously. Another voice joined them, raspy from sleep and 
lazy like its owner. 

“Which part o’ England are ye from, lad?” Jack asked, suddenly awake. Groves dragged his gaze 
to him, surprised. 

“London. Just like the Commodore.” 

“Jeez... t both o’ ye?” Jack shook his head so hard the jingling could probably be heard outside. 
“Tm thinkin’ I need t’ make plans to sack it t’ next time I’m around...” he muttered, getting up and 
taking a swig of his rum. “Will be a piece o’ cake, since they seem t’ be breeding idiots there 
nowadays...” With that, he marched out, still muttering to himself. James hoped he would come 
back later with some breakfast. For now, he had his Lieutenant, and some explaining to listen to. 


“What do you mean?” He enquired, raising one eyebrow. Groves, underneath all the bruises, 
turned a shade paler, but he jutted his chin out defiantly. 

“T went to Shortpike and I told him that it hadn’t been you that commited sodomy.” 
VOUS 

“Yes. And I admitted to all my sins... well, at least to the one relevant. I-” 

“Why?!” James growled, unexpectedly angry. 

“Because they planned to go after you!” 


In answer, James just stared at him, slightly stupefied. Groves sighed heavily, wincing, then went 
on, his voice soft. 


“T thought they would stop their chase after they got the culprit safely behind bars...” 
“What?!” 


Norrington seethed. It was one thing to risk his life out of being noble while he had some meager 

hope left that he would get away with it. It was something completely different to put oneself into 
such a position willingly, with full awareness, and having no leverage whatsoever - Theodore was 
merely a Lieutenant, he had zero chances of escaping the gallows. 


Taking a deep breath, James told himself to calm down, before he tried to say anything again. 
Getting all worked up over it wouldn’t help - the milk had already been spilled, as it was. 

“So, you let them lock you up and then... what? Let them flog you? Hang you?” He asked, his 
eyes stormy. Groves shrugged minutely, averting his gaze. 

“If it would stop them from chasing you...” 

“You’re mad!” Norrington shook his head, then got up. He couldn’t really sit anymore, not with all 
the pent-up energy coursing through him, making him jittery. He paced the length of the room, 
back and forth, back and forth, silent as a grave, his face blank. Theodore watched him warily, his 
lips pulled into a tight line. 


Finally, the commodore halted his steps, coming to stand near the little window the room had. He 
looked through it, calming down when he saw three very familiar masts in the distance, black sails 
furled tightly, menacing even in the early morning. Comforting. 

“How did you get out?” 

“Gillette.” There was a long pause. 


“T’m sorry...” Groves whispered in the end, before there was a shuffling noise and a rustle of 
fabric. James looked at him just in time to see him place his bad foot on the floor. With a cry of 
warning, Norrington leaped across the room, getting to his side just in time to catch the inevitable 
fall when Theodore tried to stand. 

“What the hell are you doing?” He admonished, hugging the man to him for balance, grimacing at 
the groan of pain he brought on when one of his hands landed on Groves’ bruised side. “Lie 
down,” he prompted, feeling as all strength seeped out from Theodore, his body sagging limply. 


Somehow, they managed to get him horizontal again and avoid jarring any of his injuries. Once he 
was settled among lumpy pillows and less-than-fresh sheets, the Lieutenant gazed at him 
cautiously with his one good eye. It reminded James of the day they had met, when Groves had 
been little more than a midshipman on Norrington’s first ship. 

“Do you want to make it worse?” James asked, all anger gone. Maybe Theodore had made some 
mistakes, but then again, so had he. If he started pointing fingers at idiots around, he would have to 
start with his own person. 

“T just...” Groves paused, biting his lip. “I don’t want to be a burden. And you clearly disapprove 
of my actions.” 

“What you did was extremely stupid.” 

“T don’t regret it.” Defiant as always, Norrington mused silently. God help me. 

“Maybe you should?” He asked back, rubbing one hand down his face tiredly. “In any case... what 
is done, is done. What do you intend to do now?” 

“T haven’t thought that far,” Theodore admitted quietly. James smiled. 

“How would sailing under Captain Sparrow sound to you, then?” 


Theodore’s good eye went wide with surprise, his mouth gaping open, before he reined himself in. 
He seemed shocked yet hopeful, but there was a lot of fear there, too. He looked to James like a kid 
who was about to witness his dream coming true and was too scared of something going wrong to 
fully believe it. 

“Would Captain Sparrow take me onboard?” Groves asked finally, and Norrington shrugged. 


“T believe so.” He confirmed, then smirked. “Besides, I think he will have to listen to his officer’s 
advice, don’t you think?” He hinted. It took Theodore a longer moment to catch the meaning, 
exhausted and in pain as he was. 

“Really?” He ventured, his eye widening again. “You’re Jack’s officer now?” 

“His Sailing Master, yes.” 

“And... are you sure he’ll want me there?” 

“Quite. And if he’s reluctant, well... I think I can convince him. But that’s just the type of person 
Jack is... He took me in, after all, and I believe I was a bigger enemy of his than you could ever be. 
The best pirate I have ever seen?” 


He wanted to add something else, but in that moment, the door squeaked open, and in walked the 
captain himself. Speak of the devil, James thought, slightly amused, before he noticed a young lad 
trudging after him, dressed in rags and with fear filling his gaze. James frowned. The kid couldn’t 
be more than sixteen, with blond, shaggy hair and dirt all over him. He was skinny enough for the 
bones to be visible through his loose shirt, and he kept his head down as he walked in, standing 
near the entrance when Jack locked the door behind them. 


“Got some clothes fer our hero ‘ere,” the Captain announced, tossing a bundle at Norrington, who 
caught it promptly, unfolding it to reveal a shirt and a pair of pantaloons. He set them on the end of 
the bed, then turned back to Jack who, in the meantime, wobbled over to look at Groves 
assessingly. 


“Ye look horrible, mate, but ‘s good t’ see ye alive,” he announced, shooting Theodore a gold- 
filled grin. James cleared his throat, which prompted Jack to twirl around in his usual fashion, the 
smile still present. “Hope I didn’t miss breakfast?” 

“Jack?” 

“Jamie?” He chirped back, batting his eyelashes at the commodore. Norrington huffed, then looked 
at the kid pointedly. 


“Ah!” With long steps, Jack made his way to the lad, and placed one arm around his shoulders 
encouragingly, pulling him to the middle of the room. “Gentlemen, t’is here is Harper, our new...” 
He looked skyward, his free hand coming up, fingers brushing over his lip as he thought hard. 
James waited patiently, his eyebrows raised, until Jack finally found what he was looking for inside 
the mess in his head. “Canvas Master!” 


James stared at him for a moment longer, then sighed. 

“Canvas Master?” 

“Aye. We need someone t’ check t’ sails fer tears an’ loose gaskets.” Jack met his gaze 
unflinchingly, but his eyes changed. There was something in them that clearly spoke about the bad 
timing. Later, James, they seemed to say, and Norrington shook his head distractedly, then looked 
at the kid. He smiled, seeing big, blue eyes watching him warily. 

“Nice to meet you, Harper. I’m James,” he introduced himself, extending one hand, which the lad 
shook tentatively. Jack crowed happily, clapping his hands in delight, then twirled around again 
when there was a knock on the door. 

“Ah! Breakfast!” He exclaimed, dashing forth and greeting the girl that brought them a tray with 
four pieces of bread, some cheese and butter. 


They ate slowly, with James helping Groves, and Jack consuming rum along with his meal bite for 
gulp. The only one who was done after ten minutes was Harper, who basically inhaled his bread, 
then cautiously finished Jack’s portion for him when the captain pushed the plate under his nose. 
“Careful now, don’t eat so fast, or yer stomach’s gonna give ye hell, savvy?” He warned, to which 
the kid nodded, focusing on chewing more slowly. James watched them from the bed, feeding 
Groves bits and pieces until he was full, then getting busy with his own meal. 


What a group of invalids they all were, he thought, amused. Harper almost a skeleton, Groves 
black and blue, himself on the mend, thankfully, and Jack... well, he had a few ribs cracked, and 
there was something permanently wrong with his head anyway... Smirking to himself, he took a 
bite of bread, humming when he discovered it to be freshly baked. Jack had been right, maybe the 
place wasn’t the prettiest, but the food was definitely worth it. 


Chapter 7 


In the evening, after a whole day of buying provisions and keeping an eye on the crew during the 
loading - Gentle, mates! Be gentle, those be goats, not sacks o’ potatoes yer handlin’! - they finally 
had a moment to sit down again and eat a light supper. It was after sunset already, and the shadows 
were dancing with the few guttering candles placed on various surfaces in the room. It was their 
last night there, before they went off to retrieve the possible treasure Jack was convinced rested in 
a cave somewhere near Santa Anna. They were mostly finished with food, there was a fresh bottle 
in Jack’s hand, and James was pretty content to enjoy the quiet evening before the mad captain’s 
lunacy pulled them into some kind of trouble. Well... almost. 


“So... who is he?” James asked, tilting his head and indicating Harper, currently sleeping on the 
edge of the bed, right next to Groves. 

“Jus’ a kid.” Jack shrugged, taking a swig of rum. “Found ‘im on t’ market. He tried t’ steal my 
coins,” he revealed, shaking his head. 

“Of course, being a thief is the chief requirement to becoming a pirate,” Norrington mused, sipping 
his own grog. 

“Yer here, so not really,” the captain shot back, then looked at the kid. “I caught ‘im by t’ hand. 
Tried t’ scare ‘im with his old man, but he just spat that he didn’t ‘ave anyone... that he was 
stealin’ to eat.” Jack’s gaze was forlorn, something so deeply touched in his dark eyes that James 
felt himself shiver witnessing it. 

“You took him with you.” 

“Stole ‘im an apple. He ate it so fast he almost choked on it.” Those bottomless eyes traveled to 
Norrington, black as the night around them. “I couldn’t leave ‘im there, Jamie.” 


After a moment of thoughtful pause, Jack went on, wincing slightly. 

“His dad beat him, y'know?” He revealed softly. “Harper told me when we were walkin’ back ‘ere. 
Whatever he did, “t wasn’t good enough. An’ then, his dad an’ mom died.” 

“Both of them?” James raised his eyebrows in surprise. 

“Aye. Yellow fever.” He shrugged again, looking down at the table, running one finger 
absentmindedly through some salt left over from supper. 

“Poor lad.” James glanced at the kid, sleeping peacefully, snoring slightly. “I take it he has no 
home now, then?” 

“None,” Sparrow shook his head quickly. “Livin on t’ streets, eatin’ whatever he finds... Mostly 
rats, I reckon.” 

“You know, Captain? For a pirate, you do an awful lot of good deeds,” James observed, not 
unkindly. Jack grimaced, then took a swig of his rum. 

““M pavin’ my way to hell, luv.” He shrugged, then sat straighter. “Tell ye what, we should go an’ 
check one tavern further down t’ street.” 

“You have rum here,” the commodore said, looking pointedly at the bottle the pirate was nursing. 
“Nay,” Jack shook his head again, putting the cork back in and setting the rum on the side of the 
table. “I cannot help but wonder... Yer dear lieutenant implied somethin’ I didn’t really like when 
we talked earlier.” 

“Oh? Pray tell.” 

“Shortpike.” 


Slightly surprised, James raised an eyebrow, bidding him to go on. Jack, however, fell silent for a 
longer moment, his eyes staring thoughtfully at the wood of the table. He looked to be thinking 
something over, something that required his teeth to close around his bottom lip. Thankfully, the 
pause didn’t last forever. 

“If Shortpike is out t’ get ye, we may need t’ fight, and soon.” 


“Do you really think the Admiral has nothing better to do than to try to hunt us down?” The 
commodore asked skeptically. Jack’s eyes narrowed. 

“He ain’t only huntin’ ye down, there’s me and me whole ship, too,” the pirate observed, then 
stood up. “Only one way t’ be sure, eh?” 

“And what is that?” James inquired, getting up as well. Jack smirked. 

“We need t’ talk to someone who has t’ latest, juiciest gossip!” 


The Three Black Goats was a seedy little place, barely enough to qualify as a tavern. The whole 
establishment seemed to be holding itself together by the sheer will of its owner, a bulky man 
named Robert. The tables were dirty when they weren’t falling apart, and the chairs had been 
through enough brawls and bottle-shattering that they were literally sticky with mysterious - and 
highly unsavoury - substances. But, true to its name, the place had three black goats. 


As soon as they had stepped inside, Jack pranced over to the animals, huddled near one of the 
shelves as they were. The goats bleated at him, a bit panicked when they noticed the glimmering 
trinkets swaying in his hair, but they soon calmed down when Jack’s skillful fingers scratched them 
all over. The pirate seemed to enjoy himself a bit too much, even going as far as to coo softly to 
them, and James tried not to roll his eyes in exasperation. The tavern was provoking a vaguely 
disturbing feeling to raise in his stomach, and he simply wanted to get to the business and march 
out of there. 


“Look at ‘er, Jamie,” Jack murmured, wriggling his fingers under the beard of one of the goats. 
The animal opened its mouth, rolled the tongue out, and proceeded to slobber mindlessly all over 
the pirate’s wrist. Jack chuckled, leaning in and twisting around, until he brought his face right 
next to the goat’s. “Isn’t she a beauty?” He asked, grinning like a lunatic, then pressed a kiss to the 
horned head. The goat didn’t mind, making a squealing sound, before it tossed its head back and 
almost took Jack’s eye out with one of the horns. 

“Alright, that’s enough!” The commodore seethed in a furious whisper, pulling the infuriating 
pirate away by his sleeve. Pouting, the captain let himself be tugged towards one of the tables. 


As soon as they were seated, a wench approached them - a pretty little thing dressed in red and 
black, with her hair done up and her waist wrapped in a gorset. Jack beamed at her moronically 
until James kicked his ankle under the table, at which point the pirate shot him a sour look. 
“Darlin’,” Jack started, addressing the lass, flashing his golden teeth at her with a wink. She 
giggled and leaned in. “Is there any chance at gettin’ some good rum?” 

“Of course,” she answered, batting her eyelashes. “And what would your friend have?” 

“Rum, please,” James muttered, squishing the urge to roll his eyes. The girl was pretty, but he 
knew the type and, well... he wasn’t really interested. 

“An’ darlin’,” Jack stopped her walk back to the bar with a hand on her wrist. He pulled her closer 
gently, until he was able to murmur quietly. “Do ye happen t’ know anyone who’s been to Port 
Royal recently?” 

“Well...” she threw a glance over her shoulder, then quickly looked back at the captain. “There’s 
this bloke in the corner, the one in the green jacket.” She said in a low voice, and Jack - after 
flickering his gaze quickly to the man in question - thanked her with a nod and slipped her some 
coin. 


After she was gone to collect a bottle of rum for them, James moved closer. 


“What is your plan?” 

“T’m gonna go over an’ ask what he knows,” the pirate said with a shrug, then grinned again when 
the girl returned with two mugs and a bottle full of dark liquid. Norrington eyed it, taking in the 
deep brown that seemed almost thick in the bottle. 

“What’s that?” 

“Rum, luv. With some honey an’ things...” Jack explained, took the mugs, the bottle, and stood up, 
walking over to the mysterious man sitting a few yards away. With a groan, James waved for 
another drink, then steeled himself for a rather boring evening, his mind drifting to Groves. 


His friend was in a rather bad condition, but it wasn’t fatal. The wounds would heal, the cracks 
would mend and, hopefully, Theodore would be back on his feet soon. James still had to talk to 
Jack about him joining the crew, but he was rather confident that the captain wouldn’t mind. If 
anything, he seemed truly concerned for Theo’s state, going as far as to rewrap the ankle before 
they had wandered out half an hour earlier. If they could only ensure that there was no pursuit of 
the Navy kind dogging their steps, James could really see all of them getting on and sailing 
together. 


“Thanks, mate!” Jack’s voice was a bit louder than necessary, and Norrington dragged his gaze to 
him, noticing that the pirate was wobbling back to their table. Surprised that it had taken him only 
about half an hour of talking, the commodore frowned in question. He was ready to open his mouth 
and ask outright, but one glance at Jack’s face was all he needed to understand that the grim look 
was a prelude to bad news. Indeed, when the captain approached, he didn’t even sit down - he 
simply grabbed Norrington’s sleeve, tugged him up and pulled him out of the tavern, leading them 
through a few rowdy groups of people and into a narrow alley. James let himself be guided, 
frowning and a little concerned once they changed the direction of their walk for the fifth time, 
meandering between buildings, until Jack finally stopped. They were standing on a darkened side- 
street, abandoned as far as James could tell, silent but for a few cats chasing rats a couple of paces 
away. 


“What is it?” The commodore asked finally, and Jack looked around, making sure they were alone 
before he answered. 

“Sorry,” he said in a low voice. “Had t’ make sure there wasn’t anyone eavesdroppin’ on us.” 
“Eavesdropping?” James’ eyes widened in surprise. “What are you on about?” 

“Apparently there are people employed by Dicky who are bein’ paid a pretty coin t’ spy in ports.” 
“Dicky... you mean the Admiral?” 

“His name’s Richard, isn’t it?” Jack scowled, then shook his head. “Irrelevant. Listen, Jamie... he’s 
out fer blood. He’s got half of Port Royal sailin’ ‘round with orders t’ shoot first an’ ask later.” 
“That’s ridiculous!” Norrington scoffed. “I’m just one man, disgraced and meant for hanging... 
Why would he mobilize half of the fleet to get me?” 

““Cause ye’ve got some very powerful friends, an’ those friends 0’ yours got really angry with 
him.” 

“What?” 

“Apparently, Swann is back from England. An’ he wasn’t very pleased with t’ state of things, 
miserable as it was, when he arrived. He made some inquiries, wrote some letters, and now, 
Shortpike is a bit... well, short on big blokes in London.” 

“Weatherby is back?” James blinked owlishly, and Jack nodded. 

“Aye. He came back t’ a town full 0’ gossip, an’ it wasn’t long before t’ news reached him. Lizzy 


was pretty feisty too, or so t’ good people of Port Royal blabber “bout. Long story short, he was 
furious, mostly because he lost two fine officers to unfounded gossip an’ unclear images of men 
fornicating in t’ dark.” Jack shrugged, then shook his head incredulously. “T’ word is that Dick 
wants t’ catch me an’ ye both - you t’ prove that yer a pirate now, an’ me to peacock around like t’ 
sorry swell-head that he is.” 


There was a pause, and in it, James could feel his stomach squeezing. When he spoke again, he was 
quiet. 

“So he wants us both on the gallows.” 

“Aye. Will probably blow me girl to pieces and shoot t’ crew while he’s at it.” 

“What do we do?” Norrington asked, stomping down the urge to bang his fist against the nearest 
wall. 


Jack must have sensed his rising temper, because he placed both hands on James’ shoulders, his 
rings glimmering in the dim light filtering from the nearby windows. 

“We need t’ get ‘im first.” 

“How? We have one ship and half of your crew is either drunk or wounded!” The commodore 
cried, then reigned himself in. Jack tutted. 

“We’ll think 0’ somethin’. For now, I need more information, an’ ye need to get back to t’ boys.” 
“Jack...” 

“None 0’ that now. Go, check on Theo an’ make sure the three of ye are ready to go in t’ mornin’.” 
“What about you?” 

“T’ll be back before ye know it.” Jack grinned, his teeth flashing. “I have a few spots I need to 
check. Pll ask around a bit... Should be back before dawn.” 

“Are you sure you don’t want me to come along?” James asked, eyeing him skeptically. 

“Ye have a bull’s eye on ye now, Jamie. Ye need to lay low,” the pirate explained, his expression 
turning soft. “People here know me enough not t’ rat me out to t’ redcoats. Ye, however...” 

“LT see.” 


It was clear that the things were not exactly how he had imagined them to be. While he had been - 
mostly - accepted by Jack’s crew, the general opinion of him seemed to require some more work. It 
shouldn’t surprise him as much as it did. He hadn’t been threatened or looked at menacingly at all 
here and, while still considering himself a man of good pedigree, he had slowly fallen into the 
piratical mindset. 


That same mindset - or maybe it was something else, something James was yet to name, slightly 
scared by the vulnerability it could bring - made him call out when Jack started to walk away, 
making him pause in the shadows. 

“Be careful!” Norrington said, trying not to raise his voice too much. The pirate turned around and 
marched back to him, putting his feet down with purpose. He approached James like a hungry lion, 
prowling closer, until they were face to face. Without ever uttering a single word, the Captain 
walked him into the wall behind his back, pressed him against the wood and smashed their lips 
together. 


Without any space to protest, not really of a mind to start, Norrington let his mouth be plundered, 
using his own tongue to drag a moan from Jack. The pirate tightened his fists in James’ shirt, 
grinding their hips together for good measure, before he leaned back with a smirk. 

“T’m always careful, luv.” 


The gold glimmered in the night, the trinkets jingled, and Jack disappeared. Heaving in a sigh, 
James dragged himself back to the inn. 


A couple of streets away, in a little room above one of the seedy taverns, Harper was busy feeding 
a certain former Lieutenant some chicken stock. He had made the biggest pleading eyes to acquire 
it and was now quite happy to spoon mouthful after mouthful to Groves, who had protested the 
coddling at first, before his bruises and wounds made him shut up and let himself be helped. The 
pauses between swallows were filled with detached questions and interesting answers, and soon, 
Theodore felt himself a bit more at home in the company of the young lad. 


“How old are you anyway?” He asked finally, when Harper finished a lengthy tale of some serious 
drinking and brawling. The kid shrugged. 

“Eighteen, I think... Don’t know t’ date of me birth, exactly, just know ‘t was sometime durin’ t’ 
spring.” 


Not a kid, then, Groves observed, frowning. He looked boyish enough, but that could be put down 
on his lithe frame - he was so scrawny he would have to stand twice to make a shadow appear. It 
was Clear that Harper’s Sunday meals consisted of nothing but water for a long time, and 
Theodore’s heart squeezed a little. Especially when the lad looked at him the way he was now, 
with his wide, glimmering eyes, doing the most heart-breaking impersonation of a pleading pup. 


With a sigh, the Lieutenant finished the soup, then reclined back on the pillows. They would have 
to move, soon - he could feel it in his battered bones. There was some restlessness hanging in the 
air around them, something unsettling about the crickets chirping outside the window. 


“What’s a Navy officer doin’ in Tortuga?” Harper’s voice drew him out of his thoughts, and 
Groves shrugged - or attempted to, before his shoulder reminded him that it didn’t exactly like to 
be moved yet. He grimaced. 

“T’ve done some illegal things, and they decided to hang me,” he explained quietly, glancing at his 
new companion, who sat there staring at him, waiting for more of the story. 

“TIlegal things?” 

“Yes, I...” Theodore trailed off, not exactly sure as to how much he could say in front of the lad, 
but Harper still watched him with the inquisitive eagerness of a hound on a rabbit trail, so he 
decided to go on. “There are things... people... that the Navy hates more than others.” 

“Pirates?” 

“Those too,” Groves smiled, then shook his head. “But no. You see, men of my inclination are not 
exactly welcomed in His Majesty’s Navy.” 

“Yer inclination?” The lad prodded, and Theo sighed. 


It was one thing to talk to other men about this, especially Sparrow’s ilk, as they were not new to 
the workings of a human body. But to have this kid in front of him - technically an adult and yet 
still looking like a youngster - was something Groves needed to order around in his head first. He 
eyed the lad critically, seizing him from the top of his blond head to the darkness of his breeches, 
taking in the decidedly male posture Harper was displaying. His skin was tanned and his hands 
were roughened up by hard work, no doubt trying to earn a living on the streets, failing miserably 
judging by the bones visible in the opening of his too-big shirt. Jack had found that shirt for him - 
stolen it, most likely - and Theodore found that he minded less than he should. He was a pirate 
now, he had to get used to the new ways of living. 


Dragging his gaze back up, he focused on Harper’s face, with barely-there stubble and sun- 
bleached, dirty hair hanging in his eyes. Those same eyes that were focused on him like two 
sunrays, inquiring for further information. With a sigh, Groves went on. 


“T like to spend my time with men rather than women,” he muttered, causing the lad to frown, 
before his gaze cleared. 

“Ah! Fuckin’ ‘em, ye mean?” He asked, excited to find the right solution to the puzzle Theodore 
presented. The Lieutenant fought the urge to check whether there were no eaves-droppers behind 
the window. 

“For god’s sake!” He growled, out of pure instinct. “Keep it down!” 


Harper only blinked at him stupidly, completely uncomprehending of why the former officer 
would be so stressed out by what he had said. Seeing his confusion, Groves took a calming breath. 
“Sorry,” he muttered. “It’s exactly what got me into this whole mess in the first place,” he 
explained forlornly, remembering the beating he had received, as well as the sacrifice Norrington 
had made on his behalf. “The Navy doesn’t take kindly to its soldiers fornicating together, 
especially when they’ re officers.” 

“But yer no longer in t’ Navy,” Harper observed helpfully, then moved closer. A bit surprised by 
the sudden proximity, completely oblivious as to its purpose, Groves was very shocked when the 
lad leaned in and placed a sweet little kiss on his lips. 


It was chaste, it was light, and it lasted a whole heartbeat, before he was pulling back, those puppy- 
big eyes once more watching the ex-Lieutenant. Theodore scarcely dared to breathe, choosing 
instead to blink stupidly at Harper, his mind busy processing two things. One - this youngster 
definitely was brave, and two - Groves was rather curious as to how much deeper the kiss could 
get. 


He didn’t have the opportunity to test it, though - or even think about it some more, sadly - because 
in the next moment, the door swung open without a knock, and one decidedly inebriated Jack 
Sparrow marched in, giving them a once-over and grinning drunkenly at what he saw. 

“Oh! Yer makin’ nice, how sweet!” He exclaimed, closing the door behind him, then twirling 
around as if looking for something. 

“Captain?” Groves asked, hoping he wasn’t blushing as much as his heating up cheeks implied. 
Jack hummed distractedly, turning a couple of more times, before his gaze finally landed on the 
pair sitting, and in Theo's case half-lying on the bed. 

“Where’s Jamie?” The pirate enquired, his brows drawing together. “Don’t tell me he’s drinkin’ 
downstairs.” 

“The commodore?” Groves asked back, and Jack rolled his eyes. 

“How many Jamies ye know tha’ I would care ‘bout, eh?” 

“He never came back,” Harper piped in, turning fully to his captain. Jack swayed in place, his eyes 
boring holes in the lad. 

“What! ?” 


“Maybe he went for another stiff one,” Groves proposed, to which Jack stopped his pacing - which 
he had done for the past five minutes - and stared at him as if he had grown another head and a set 
of bat wings. 

“The commodore?” The pirate asked, flabbergasted. “Have ye met him? Sorry, mate, but tha’s just 
preposterous.” 

“What do you think happened, then?” 

“Dunno yet,” Jack said, digging into his pocket and producing a small bottle of rum, which he 
uncorked, then proceeded to guzzle down half the contents of. Once he was done, he turned to 


Harper. 

“Ey lad,” he said, motioning him closer. The youngster stepped to him, his expression determined. 
“Now listen close, aye? Go to the Singing Mermaid, find Mr. Gibbs... he’s a grizzly old salt, 
should be attached to a bottle. Tell ‘im what happened, then say I ordered to get t? crew. After yer 
done, come with ‘im to the Pearl.” 

“Yes, sir.” Harper nodded, then dashed out. Jack watched him go only for the amount of time it 
took the door to swing back into place, before he was turning to Groves. 

“Sorry, Lieutenant,” he apologized, coming closer and handing him the bottle. “We need t’ move 
ye quicker than I planned, an’ it’s gonna hurt.” 


Ready to do anything to help James, whenever he had disappeared off to, Theodore took the 
offered bottle, gulped down the contents, then looked at the captain. 
“Tm ready,” he announced, and Jack nodded. 


Moving him to the Pearl took them a little under an hour, which - considering the ship was three 
streets and a market square away - was rather disappointing. Groves didn’t let it dismay him, 
though, gritting his teeth and braving on, until he was dumped onto a cot in the officers’ quarters. 
This particular cabin had been uninhabited, and Jack had muttered something about Gibbs sleeping 
next door, but the captain was gone shortly after that, shouting for the skeleton crew that had been 
assigned the anchor watch to get ashore and start loading the provisions they had bought earlier in 
the day. Just as they were nearly done, a familiar rummed-up stumbling resonated through the 
planks of the main deck. 


“Capt'n!” Mr. Gibbs rolled onboard, for some reason landing on his hands first. Jack watched him 
with his eyebrows knit together, before the quartermaster finally found his footing and straightened 
up... Well, somewhat, seeing as he was still listing to the starboard and in danger of keeling over. 
“Mr. Gibbs!” Jack started, shaking his head. “Where’s me crew? T’ provisions are almost loaded!” 
“So they are, Capt’n,” Joshamee glanced around stupidly, as if it was the first time he had seen the 
ship. “T’ men will be ‘ere, don’t’cha worry none.” 

“They better be,” Jack glared. “We have a need t’ sail t’ Port Royal as if t’ devil is on our heels... 
which in this case he may ‘s well be.” 

“Ah!” Gibbs’ gaze cleared, a knowing glimmer appearing somewhere in his rum-fogged eyes. “Ts it 
‘bout our dear commodore?” He asked, wobbling closer, narrowly missing skewering himself on 
the capstan. 

“My dear commodore. An’ yes, it is. Somebody plucked ‘im right from under me nose, Josh.” 
Jack’s expression darkened. “We’ve asked ‘round. Turns out there are Dicky’s men in t’ town, 
tryin’ to sniff us out. They must ‘ave taken ‘im off t’ street t’ take “im back to Port Royal.” 

“Aye, Capt’n-” the quartermaster started, but Jack didn’t really listen to him, turning around and 
muttering to himself as he walked along the rails. 


“T’ winds are strong ‘nough to carry us quickly through t’ passage. If we make good time we can 
be there before Dick’s ship arrives with Jamie in t’ brig...” 

“Capt’n-” 

“Blast! We should ‘ave taken so much cargo-” 

“Jack!” Gibbs stepped in front of him, effectively blocking his path and forcing the pirate to pause 
and stare at him in surprise. 

“What?!” 

“Me thinks, we know where t? commodore is,” Josh answered, leaning forward conspiratorially. 


Jack stared at him for a moment, before he growlingly prompted his quartermaster to continue. 
“Well?” 

“When t’ lad told me what ‘appened, I went t’ one 0’ me mates behind t’ bar. Ye know, just t’ ask 
‘round a bit...” 


“And!?” The captain was slowly losing his patience. Gibbs was a great man and a very skilled 
story-teller, but the circumstances begged for some haste, not for a long-winded tale. Out of the 
corner of his eye, Jack could see the rest of the crew spilling onto the deck, along with Harper. 
“Ben, his name is,” Josh went on, completely ignoring the progressively more severe stink-eye 
Jack was giving him. “He went an’ asked ‘round, too, an’ long story short, there was a tall, lean 
man that’s been taken right off one o’ the back alleys.” 


The captain scowled, gritting his teeth. Well, that was just maddeningly unhelpful, he thought 
furiously, balling his hands into fists so he could squish down the urge to curl his fingers around 
the handle of his pistol... or Gibbs’ throat. 

“Do ye know anything I haven’t worked out already?” 

“Ah! That’s not all, Captain!” Gibbs grinned. “T’ word is, there was a pretty little ship makin’ 
away from that smaller port at t’ side 0’ t’ town.” He finished with an aura of a great revelation. 
Jack blinked at him. 

“Well?” The captain asked, raising his voice. “What’cha waitin’ for? Make canvas, Mr. Gibbs! 
Full speed!” He ordered, and his friend’s smile only grew. 

“Aye, aye!” 


She was definitely pretty, Jack had to admit. A two-masted brigantine, fast downwind with her 
belly sitting shallowly in the water, she would be hard to catch... But not impossible, the captain 
thought, squinting at his topsail. 

“Mr. Gibbs! Haul the braces! There’s some slack in there!” He shouted, gripping the steering 
wheel more tightly. While his quartermaster went afore, repeating the order he was given, Jack 
prepared for the inevitable tug the minimally bigger amount of wind they would get was sure to 
provoke. As expected, his girl tore forward, and he smiled at the helm indulgently. Easy darlin’, 
we'll get Jamie back... 


The Pearl seemed to agree, quickly gaining speed, and in no time at all, they were within shouting 
distance of the runaway brigantine. Jack smirked rather nastilly. 

“Josh,” he said slowly, deliberately, when his friend was back from relaying his orders. 

“Aye?” 

“Hoist t’ colors, roll out t’ guns, aim for t’ deck.” 

“T’ deck?” Gibbs frowned, seemingly a bit confused. “We ain’t aiming for t’ hull?” 

“No.” Jack shook his head minutely. “If they got James onboard, I won’t risk shootin’ at ‘er belly 
an’ sinkin’ the whole thing... We load our guns with grapeshot - this way, we’ll swipe everyone 
off t’? deck if they dare not to cooperate.” 

“Oh!” His quartermaster’s gaze brightened. “Aye, Captain!” And off he went, relaying orders 
again. The crew jumped to, pushing the cannons to the gun ports, and in no time at all, they were 
armed to the teeth. They kept nice speed as well, which soon put them side to side with the 
brigantine, and finally, Jack could take a closer look at her, squinting suspiciously at the wood. 


There was fresh paint - or so he thought, narrowing his eyes in the darkness around them. The only 
light shining down was lent by the moon over their heads and the meager glow of the lights on his 
Pearl, so Jack couldn’t be sure, but the surface looked new with all the glimmering and shimmering 
catching his attention. 

“What’s ‘er name?” He asked, aware that Gibbs was standing nearby. Sure enough, his friend 
answered right away. 


“Don’t know. It’s kind of hard t’ make out in t’ night.” Jack hummed hearing that, his gaze still 
glued to the vessel they were getting closer and closer to - courtesy of his careful maneuvering. 
“Or there’s no name t’ make out.” 


The longer he thought about it, the more it made sense. Nobody wanted James dead so much they 
would go to such lengths - well, nobody but Shortpike. It seemed logical that he employed a man 
or two of his own, told them to camouflage their ship and infiltrate every enemy port they could 
think of. It would also confirm that those bastards took James right off the street without killing 
him - Jack had retraced Norrington’s supposed path, thank you very much. If it had been just a 
simple, everyday robbery that had gone wrong, they would have left the body somewhere in the 
bushes. The commodore hadn’t been seen by anyone, alive or dead, so there was only one 
conclusion - he was on a ship. 


This particular ship. 


The crew of the brigantine was mostly gathered on the main deck, armed prettily with muskets and 
posturing to look more dangerous than they were, for Jack very much doubted their aim in the 
darkness. There were some gun ports opened on her, too, but they were far and few between, as it 
was not meant to be a heavy warship but - judging by her cut and light built - a patrolling vessel at 
most. With his beloved Pearl’s size, they seemed to tower over the tiny boat like a shadow of bad 
fate. The men on board seemed to know it as well, hence their display topside, baring their teeth as 
it were, showing to anyone concerned that there were numbers to be reckoned with. 


Cannon meat, Jack thought grimly. He didn’t want to kill any of the imbeciles that had been roped 
into that particular accord, but he would if it was the only way to get James back. 


“Josh,” the captain ordered, eyeing his own crew. All of them were ready, waiting at their 
designated stations, with the sails being manned by just the bare minimum. “Fire a warnin’ shot at 
a 

“Aye, aye!” Gibbs grinned, raised his hand, and as Jack watched, a cannon roared, spitting out a 
ball that sailed right over the main deck of the unnamed vessel, narrowly missing one of her crew 
members. The man ducked down far too slowly to have any kind of effect on his living status if the 
shot had been aimed at him, and Jack grinned darkly observing it. He waited a moment more but, 
when no balls were fired his way - a sure sign that the brigantine’s captain recognized his 
insignificant size - Jack walked closer to the railing and cupped a hand around his mouth to be 
better heard. 

“Oi!” He shouted across the few yards of the sea between them. “Wanna talk to yer captain. He’s 
got something that’s mine!” 

“And what may that be?” A voice sounded from the taffrails, and Jack narrowed his eyes, dragging 
his gaze there. 


At the very end of the deck a figure stood, dressed in dark clothes, which made it harder to 
distinguish in the night. It moved forward soon after, stepping closer, until Jack could see the 
Captain clearly. He was a young man, undoubtedly military, judging by the stiffness of his stride, 
and the pirate knew immediately that he was facing a Navy officer. 

“Ye got me Sailin’ Master, mate,” Jack clarified, without a trace of mirth in his voice. “I'll be 
wantin’ him back. Quick-like, if ye please.” 


The man didn’t seem to realize exactly in what grim position he was. Very well, Jack thought, time 
for plan B. 

“Mr. Gibbs!” He hollered, and instantly, Josh’ voice answered him from somewhere down the 
rails. He was just forming the order to fire, when the idiot commandeering the other vessel 
surprised him, beating him to the order. 


With a quick bark, the brigantine’s cannons roared, the balls sailing through the air and piercing 
through the Pearl’s hull. Jack ducked, hiding away from the wood splintering around him, then 
shouted for Gibbs to give the order. If the stupid pillock wanted a fight, he would have one. 


There were bullets flying through the air as well - undoubtedly released by some overeager puppy 
who thought himself a marksman. Jack huffed, keeping low when a few of them whizzed above his 
head. 

“Fire, ye wet rats!” He screamed, his voice loud in the temporary lull as the other ship reloaded 
their artillery. Thankfully, the Pearl’s crew wasn’t new to sea battles, and they had the guns already 
prepared. They shot with a deafening noise, making the whole deck shudder with the blast. This 
time, when the sound of breaking wood ricocheted through the night, Jack allowed himself to 

smile edgily. It was accompanied by panicked screams of the other crew, and he knew that their 
aim was correct. He waited for a moment before he peeked out, happy to see the men on the 
brigantine’s deck. They were all collected in a group, much smaller now, their arms raised in the 
air, their muskets on the floor. He couldn’t help but grin more widely when he spotted one of the 
masts without a substantial chunk of wood just above the deck, torn out by one of their cannons. 


“Good job, ye knaves!” He praised his own crew, then turned back to the other vessel. Searching 
through the crowd, he spotted the imbecile near the stern, standing stiffly among his men. 
“Gibbs!” Jack addressed his quartermaster, simultaneously grabbing one of the ropes and untying 
it from around the pin it had been secured to. 

“Capt’n?” 

“Reload t’ guns. If any of “em as much as twitches, shoot ‘gain.” 

“Aye!” 


Sure that they wouldn’t dare, Jack held onto the cable, jumped over the port side and let the rope 
carry him to the other ship. He landed neatly in a clearing that suddenly appeared among the 
gathered men, who had backed away at his approach, their hands still in the air. There was debris 
lying all around them, scattered parts of the railing and a good part of the rigging now destroyed. 
“Gentlemen,” Jack started, once his feet were firmly on the deck. “It seems that ye got me Sailin’ 
Master tucked away somewhere ‘ere.”” He waved his hands around, indicating the whole vessel. A 
few men moved even further away, as if afraid he would punch them, which pleased Jack enough 
for now. “‘M sure he’s belowdecks, aye?” He glared at the nearest bloke, who was quite literally 
shaking in his boots. 

“Y-yes.” 

“Goodie.” Jack clapped his hands, then grabbed his sword and pulled it out, pointing the tip of it 
right at the man’s nose. “Go an’ get ‘im, eh?” 


Once the lad scrambled away and ducked into the nearest hatch, Jack sneered at the captain. 
“Now... what t? do with t’ rest 0’ ye...” 


In the end, they decided to leave the brigantine be, taking her entire crew and marooning them on 
one of the little islands. It was along the way of one of the English trade routes, and Jack was sure 
that within a couple of hours, one of the ships would surely pick up a gaggle of Shortpike’s 
employees dressed only in their smallclothes. 


“Stop wrigglin’!” Jack growled, pressing a cloth briefly over the wound to collect the blood that 
was slowly seeping down. James huffed, wincing. 


“Then stop poking it!” He flinched away when the pirate did just that, one of Norrington’s hands 
smacking him on the abdomen. “Jack!” 

“Shush!” Was the only reply, followed by more poking, and really, James was just done. Jack had 
been cleaning the wound for the better part of an hour now... Granted, it wasn’t the only wound he 
had taken care of, there were a few bruises and scrapes on him that had been smeared with salve 
and wrapped in linen, and now, there was only the gash on his head that was still bleeding - partly 
thanks to Jack’s stubbornness at taking out every little lint that might have ended up stuck in it. 
“T’m fine,” James reminded him sourly, to which the captain only hummed, still occupied with 
taking something out. The wound had been a result of the Navy tossing Norrington into the brig, 
upon which he had lost his balance and plunged head-first into the half-rotten wall. 


“Ah-ha!” Jack crowed triumphantly, then pulled, provoking a stinging sensation that made James’ 
eyes water. With a look of utter satisfaction, he presented a splinter of wood pinched between his - 
for once clean - fingers. Norrington blinked away the wetness clouding his vision, hissed at the 
trophy, then tried to lean backwards, only to be stopped by an imploring glare and a comically loud 
tsk. 

“Where'd ye think yer goin’, eh?” Jack asked, bringing the cloth back and stemming the bleeding. 
He took it away after a few moments, eyeing the wound critically, before he grabbed the ointment 
he had been using with the intention of applying it over the gash. James narrowed his eyes and 
made a noise quite similar to growl, which paused Jack. 

“You are not smearing that on my head,” Norrington warned, pointing his finger at the little jar. 
The captain frowned. 

“But Jamie...” He whined - actually whined, like a little puppy. The commodore rolled his eyes at 
that. 


The ointment, while probably beneficial, was quite foul in regards to smell, and he was quite 
content not to get a noseful of it every time the air around him as much as twirled softly with the 
tiniest of breezes rushing by. The wound wasn’t deep, it was high up on his forehead, partially 
covered by his hair, so smearing it with anything wouldn’t do much good anyway. 


He scowled at Jack until the pirate relented, tossing the jar back into his sea chest which he had left 
open for that precise reason - or at least that was what James suspected. The captain had always 
liked to show off. 


Using another corner of the same cloth, Jack cleaned his hands, threw the rag over his shoulder 
without a care as to where it landed, then turned back to Norrington. It wasn’t difficult - he was 
sitting astride James’ lap, both knees firmly bracketing James’ hips, and the commodore gave a 
small prayer of thanks for the luxury of the captain’s bed - it was comfortable enough that Jack’s 
additional weight pressing him down was enjoyable rather than irritating. The extra heat didn’t 
hurt either, if one remembered that he had spent the past couple of hours in a cold and wet brig. 


“How d’ye feel?” The pirate asked, staring at him inquiringly, and James frowned. He looked more 
worried than the whole pickle he had gotten himself into necessitated. 

“Jack... what is it about?” He said, instead of replying. There was a flicker of... something 
crossing the captain’s features, a there-and-gone emotion hard to grasp before it disappeared, and 
Jack was back to his usual self, grinning like a rascal. 

“Yer me Sailin’ Master, luv. I look after what’s mine.” With a huff, he tried to wriggle down from 
James’ lap, but Norrington was quicker, wrapping one arm around Jack’s waist to keep him in 
place. His free hand traveled to the pirate’s cheek, tilting his head down so the commodore could 
look into his eyes. 

“Jack.” The captain kept on stubbornly avoiding his gaze, now looking between them, suddenly 
fascinated with James’ open shirt. 

“They hurt ye,” he muttered, matter-of-factly. “Again.” Somehow, the words seemed more grating 


than whatever order he had shouted out during the battle. Norrington winced. 
“Tm alright... Hey.” He cocked his head to catch Jack’s gaze. “I’m alright. You patched me up 
and I will be just fine.” 


Instead of answering, the captain dove down and smashed their lips together, his fingers leaving 
the shirt just to curl themselves under Norrington’s chin. Gently, he tilted them both, until James 
landed with a huff on the mattress on the cot, Jack following him without a heartbeat of a pause, 
never breaking the kiss, the dreadlocks falling around them like a curtain. The commodore 
chuckled, amused, but was soon arching up with a moan when the pirate shifted on top of him, 
grinding their hips together. 

“Oh god...” James breathed out, and Jack grinned down at him. 

“Captain’s enough, luv,” he answered, rocking his hips again, creating a wave of heat between 
them, which spread like a wildfire through Norrington’s body. 

“Jack... off!’ He rasped, tugging unsuccessfully at the breeches stubbornly covering Jack, to 
which the captain laughed, his hands slipping between them, undoing first James’ trousers, then his 
own. 


It took some maneuvering, a lot of tugging and pulling, but soon enough, they were mostly 
undressed - Jack still had his bandana on, and James’s shirt was hanging by the cuff from one of 
his wrists. He yanked it off impatiently, tearing a seam in his haste, but soon had both hands free 
thankfully, and was able to rub them along Jack’s back. The captain made a sound not unlike a 
purr, then straddled him again, then leaning over to pluck a vial of oil from a little shelf carved into 
the Pearl’s hull. James eyed the slick with a groan of anticipation, well aware of what their current 
positioning implied. The pirate smirked at him rakishly, before he spilled a generous amount on 
his fingers, making them glisten slickly in the early morning light falling through the windows. 
Holding Norrington’s gaze, Jack brought his hand behind himself, bending a little awkwardly, a 
look of concentration taking over his features. 


As James watched, his face went from focused to relaxed, only to morph into such a picture of lazy 
pleasure that Norrington had trouble keeping his hands idle. He brought them to Jack’s thighs 
instead, skimming his fingertips lightly over the sensitive skin, provoking a shudder to thunder 
down Jack’s spine. The captain gasped, arching back even further, his eyes glimmering like two 
embers. 

“Jamie...” He whispered, so softly it was barely more than a breath, and it was James’ turn to 
smile, as he turned his palms on his way down and raked his nails delicately across the surprisingly 
soft flesh. Jack moaned, tilting his head back in bliss, riding out the wave of heat spreading through 
him. 


It didn’t take long - soon, he was pulling his hand out and away, adding more oil and curling his 
fingers around Norrington’s cock, slicking it up before he shuffled in place to position himself 
better. The guttural groan that escaped him when he sank down onto James almost made the 
commodore come. He gritted his teeth, fisting both hands in the sheets not to claw at Jack’s thighs, 
then focused on breathing evenly. The tightness encompassing him was as hot as a bonfire, and 
Norrington had some trouble lying still to let the pirate adjust, his whole being consumed with the 
need to grab his lover and pound into him mindlessly. But then, Jack moved, and oh sweet lord... 
James promptly lost all of his reason, the air rushing out of him with a strangled whine. 


The feeling of the pirate above him, around him, was exquisite - a perfect mixture of forbidden 
delight and earthly craving. It slowly but surely melted all of James’ self control, and when the 
captain kicked up his pace, Norrington could swear the world around him dimmed a bit, leaving 
only him and Jack, caught in an eternal dance. And just like a dancer, the pirate swayed those lithe 
hips from side to side, a pagan display of worship if James had ever seen one. It was heartstopping 
in its beauty and entrancing in the way it seemed to pull him away from the real world. 


He groaned, leaning up, throwing his arms around Jack’s neck and tugging him down for a messy 
kiss that curled the captain’s toes - James could feel it, they were digging into the sheets right next 
to his knees. Jack made a sound deep in his throat, not quite a moan, and not quite a growl, and the 
predatory quality of it sent a shiver thundering down Norrington’s spine. It settled like wet heat 
deep in the pit of his stomach, slowly but surely spreading through him until he could feel it in the 
tips of his toes. 

“Jack...” He muttered mindlessly, the raspy words escaping him a benediction and a plea all at 
once. He wasn’t really sure what he was asking for, not when his body was so deliciously 
surrounded by his astonishingly sensual pirate. 


Thankfully, the captain knew exactly what he needed, because - with a wicked grin - he broke the 
kiss and sat back up, licking his lips while staring at James, making his blood boil. He started to 
move again, rocking his hips quicker and quicker, riding the commodore as if he was a horse. It 
was lewd, hypnotizing, and so outrageously good it turned Norrington’s blood to molten lava, 
burning him from the inside out until he came with a shout, arching off the bed and into Jack, his 
fingers gripping Jack’s hips with enough force to leave a few bruises behind. 


Through the haze, he could feel the captain jerking in his grasp, tensing above him when his own 
release spilled between them, dripping down over Jack’s hand only to splatter wetly onto 
Norrington’s abdomen. A moment later, Jack himself landed down on him, panting heavily and 
utterly spent, completely unwilling to move. Surprisingly, James didn’t mind, finally prying his 
hands away from the pirate’s hips and hooking them around his waist, squeezing gently. There was 
an answering hum, a low rumble coming from somewhere near Jack’s abdomen, followed by a 
content sigh. 


The commodore wasn’t sure precisely when he had drifted off, only that when he had opened his 
eyes again it was afternoon already, he was wrapped in stifling sheets - which was what had roused 
him in the first place - and Jack was nowhere to be seen. With a frown, James sat up, mildly 
surprised to find himself naked, only for his brain to remind him about exactly what he had done 
with the captain. It was even more shocking, thus, to discover that his belly had been cleaned 
sometime between his impromptu nap and now, and was free of any sticky evidence of their 
passion. Looking around criously, James noticed a handkerchief with a ship embroidered on it, 
undoubtedly used recently. 


And if he smiled like a lunatic, well - there was nobody in the cabin to witness that. 


At peace with himself - a revelation that shocked him quite a lot - he got up and went to search for 
his clothing, only to find it neatly folded on one of the chairs. Still grinning from ear to ear, he got 
dressed and wandered out, intent on hunting down a certain pirate and thanking him personally. 


Chapter 8 


Days flew by, then weeks, filled with leisure pursuits of the pirate lifestyle that James had found 
himself enjoying quite a lot. There had been two treasure hunts already, and for some 
unfathomable reason, both of them had been carried out in caves. Dirty, stinky, narrow, and 
decidedly too wet caves. There had been little treasure to be found, to Jack’s great disappointment, 
but even the captain had to agree that a map had a high possibility of being wrong if it had been 
bought for two bottles of rum and a magical rabbit foot. Especially if the magical rabbit foot had 
not been magical at all - James knew, he had seen Jack magic it into existence, using a very 
ordinary hare, a piece of twine and some beads he had picked around his cabin. 


Their attempts had been met with more success when they had turned their eyes towards another 
goal - a very special deal that the captain had struck with another pirate, involving some old 
parchments that had been literally falling apart, and which had been exchanged for a ledger full of 
hastily sketched shorelines, coordinates jotted down in a foreign language and some drawings of 
sea monsters. Jack had grinned broadly while trading for it, then had locked himself up in the brig - 
The darkness, James! I need the darkness! - and had refused to come out until he had some kind of 
a mystery solved. It had taken him two days and half a barrel of rum, but in the end, they had 
landed themselves on a little spit of land somewhere off Puerto Rico, where Jack had dug a hole 
big enough to house the Pearl in, coming up with a tiny little chest. What had been inside, James 
would never know, but they had sold it off to a rather eccentric pirate with green-colored hair, and 
for the money the had acquired, Jack’s ship had been fitted with a pretty layer of copper over her 
keel, while the crew had been gifted with more gold they had seen in months - according to Mr. 
Gibbs. That they had gone and spent it all on rum and whores at the nearest friendly port had been 
their business, Norrington reckoned. He had entertained no such needs, much more interested in 
spending the night with a certain victorious captain. 


Everything seemed to be going smoothly, even Theo had recuperated and was now one of the 
crew, usually up in the rigging, fixing sails or keeping an eye on the horizon, on the odd occasion 
that he was not attached to young Harper. The kid had recovered, too, and was no longer thin 
enough to shade himself under a buntline. What free time he had been given, he had spent with 
Groves, which made James smile... and Jack, just a bit edgy. The captain seemed not to be very 
keen on anyone laying their filthy mittens on their young friend, as he had admitted one day after 
James had asked him about it bluntly. When Norrington reminded him that Jack wasn’t, in fact, the 
kid’s father, the pirate went beet-red, muttered something under his nose while waving his hands 
wildly, then went to find some rum. He had emerged after eight hours, running first into Gibbs, 
then Mr. Cotton, then the main mast, before he announced that they needed more rum, and would 
be, therefore, making a short stop at Tortuga. It was three days ago and now, with Groves and 
Harper happily left alone, with Cotton at the helm and his parrot at the railing, James was pretty 
content to just laze around in Jack’s cabin... 


Sadly, life was rarely that simple, and very soon, he was forced out after the ship lurched 
dangerously to the side. 


Cursing under his breath, Norrington tugged on a dark blue jacket - a gift from the captain - and 
wandered out, almost smashing his face into the bulwark when their old girl righted herself with 
more force than was strictly necessary. 

“What are you doing to her, you madman?” James shouted at Jack, who was - quite surprisingly - 
at the helm. He had been complaining about his hungover head for two hours straight, mostly 
blaming the lack of rum they were yet to buy, ignoring that he had been drinking for three days in a 
row which was probably the cause of all that ailed him. Norrington narrowed his eyes, climbing 


the stairs and standing next to the captain. 

“What d’ ye think I’m doin’, Sailin’ Master o’mine?” Jack grinned, then turned the wheel again. 
“Trying to drown us?” 

“We’re givin’ a chase, luv!” The captain announced, before he shouted for the men to brace the 
yards. 

“A chase?” James parroted, stupefied, then looked ahead. “What?” 


In the distance, there was another vessel, big enough to be a galleon. He squinted at it in the glaring 
sun, then gave up, digging around in his pockets until he found his spyglass. He brought it up, 
looked through, then gasped. 

“Tt looks like a passenger ship,” he reported, only to hear the pirate hum with delight. 

“Ah yes indeed! An’ it’s freshly outta Nassau, probably carrying some very interesting artifacts and 
important letters...” 

“Jack... We have just gotten very lucky with those two Spanish frigates last week. And you have 
told me about that gold cave with Cortez’s gold...” James started, rubbing his forehead tiredly. 

The pirate had told him all about the riches waiting in that accursed cave. While they would never 
try to even open the chest with the cursed Aztec gold again, the rest of the loot had been evenly 
shared between their crew, as per the Pearl’s articles, and was waiting for them to retire. “You 
don’t need to board another ship, especially a passenger one.” 

“Oh, but that’s what we do Jamie,” Jack replied, throwing his head back with a laugh. “‘M a pirate, 
luv, through and through. Thinkin’ ‘bout it, so are ye. Plundering ships is what we do, it’s t? way of 
our life.” 


And so, they boarded the ship, to Norrington’s chagrin. He waited it out on the quarterdeck, 
keeping the Pearl safe, making sure the skeleton crew that hadn’t been assigned to the boarding 
party were all at proper positions in case things went wrong. They didn’t, thankfully, and a few 
hours later, they were back in the open sea, Mr. Cotton at the helm, Jack in his cabin, browsing 
through stolen correspondence. He hummed and huffed over whatever had been written inside, 
chugging some paper to the side as irrelevant, letting out little irritated scoffs, until one letter 
caught his eye. He read it quickly, re-read it, then tucked it safely inside his coat. 


James observed him from his chair, watching on as Jack browsed through some more paper, before 
he discarded all of the correspondence. He moved to the table and pulled out his charts and his 
logbook, comparing directions and humming a tune under his nose. Norrington was furious with 
the normalcy of the evening, but what angered him more was the fact that the captain had hardly 
paid him - and his displeasure - any attention. Even now, Jack seemed more focused on his 
damned compass than on James quietly seething not five feet away from him. 


“So, how much did we earn, Captain?” Norrington asked, brimming for a fight but keeping his 
voice level. Jack tilted his head to the side to indicate that he was listening to him, but his eyes 
remained glued to the chart in front of him. 

“Hmm?” 

“The prize, Jack,” James growled. “What was the prize? Or did we board that ship just so you 
could poke your nose into other people’s business?” He went on, gesturing at the stack of letters 
currently residing next to the desk where Jack had dumped them previously. The pirate frowned, 
finally dragging his gaze away from the chart and towards Norrington. 

“Sometimes correspondence’s as important as gold, luv.” 

“Important enough to risk your crew?” 


Hearing that, Jack finally let go of his logbook, sitting up straight and staring at him, waiting for 
him to go on. There was something about being the sole focus of the captain’s attention that made 
James’ spine tingle with excitement, but his anger about attacking the ship earlier was still too 
fresh to give it any thought. 


“What exactly is yer problem?” The pirate asked slowly, his eyes dark. 

“You didn’t need to take that ship. You didn’t need the money... you didn’t even get any money 
from it.” 

“No,” Jack answered, unblinking. 

“Why?” Norrington went on. “Why did you do it? Did you even think what would happen if they 
put up a fight?” 

“They didn’t, though.” The captain shook his head. “Why are ye so angry about it, Jamie? If ye 
can’t stomach bein’ a pirate, maybe it ain’t a life for ye?” And with that, Jack was back to his 
logbook, comparing something with his charts once again. James watched him for a moment, then 
got up with a huff and walked out, hoping to clear his head on the main deck. 


It was dark when he stepped out of the cabin, the cool breeze a pleasant feeling on his face. He 
wandered across the deck, first coming to stand near the port rail, before he decided to go to the 
bow instead, passing a few of the crew who had been tasked with the night watch. Once he arrived 
at the forecastle, he sat down on an upturned crate, lost in his own head. 


Maybe Jack was right? Maybe a pirate’s life really wasn’t for him? Maybe he should settle on an 
island somewhere and start a small farm? 


Norrington huffed incredulously, dispersing the thoughts with a shake of his head. Such pondering 
was ridiculous - he used to be an officer in the Navy, and all he knew was how to sail. He would 
not be happy as a farmer, he would not be happy as a bookkeeper. He could do those things - 
anyone could if they forced themselves hard enough, after all - but what would it accomplish? If 
one was after making their life an utter misery, one should go and force themselves into a 
profession they held no sympathy for. 


James took a deep breath and let it out slowly, considering Jack’s words from a different angle. 
Why was he so angry, indeed? Was it only because of his lover’s recklessness? Or was it 
something else? If the ship had put up any kind of resistance, what would have happened? 


They could have been injured, James thought, then frowned. No - Jack could have been injured. 
They could all have been severely wounded or killed, but that didn’t tighten James’ stomach quite 
like the prospect of Jack being wounded... of Jack dying. 


Norrington inhaled sharply, startled, when a familiar voice broke through the silence around him. 
“Ah, C’modore,” Gibbs exclaimed happily, as if meeting James was a very lucky coincidence. He 
came closer, propping himself up on the railing, his eyes boring into Norrington. “Ye don’t look 
very peachy, if ye don’t mind me sayin’ that.” 

“T don’t feel very peachy, Josh,” he replied, his lips forming a thin line. 

“Ah... trouble in paradise?” The quartermaster risked, glancing meaningfully in the direction of the 
stern where the captain’s quarters were located, before he shrugged. “Good thin’ we took tha’ ship 
tday.” 

“How so?” Norrington scoffed, trying not to let his anger show again. Gibbs eyed him, then looked 
ahead. 

“T’ lads were gettin’ restless, an’ there’s only that much mellowin’ I can do.” 

“Restless for what? For a fight?” James asked back incredulously. 

“Aye,” Gibbs answered, then hesitated. 


There was something about his expression that told Norrington he was mulling something over, 
probably unsure whether he could uncover this particular secret to him. Thankfully, before he 
could start wondering about all the reasons why he was the untrustworthy one, Josh looked back at 
him and nodded, seemingly arriving at a conclusion of sorts. 

“When Jack’s taken ye on, t’ boys were... concerned.” 


“Concerned?” James parroted. “Over me?” 

“Aye. Ye an’ t’ influence ye have on Jack.” Hearing that, Norrington snorted. 

“T have no influence over him,” he clarified. “I asked him not to attack that ship and he didn’t even 
pause to listen.” 

“Ah, but that ain’t yer fault, James,” Gibbs countered, leaning in conspiratorially. “Jack’s previous 
crew mutinied. They dethroned ‘im an’ left ‘im to rot on a spit o’ land not much bigger than Port 
Royal itself, with no fresh water or food t’ eat. Since then, Jack promised ‘imself t’ always keep ‘is 
men happy.” 

“And unnecessary attacks make them happy?” 

“We're pirates,” the quartermaster pointed out with a shrug. “Some want t’ sail, some want t’ 
pillage an’ plunder. One thing’s sure, though - Jack tries what ‘e can to keep all of “em happy 
without needless blood-spillin’.” 


When James looked at him skeptically, Gibbs huffed, glancing down and gathering his thoughts. 
“Tell me somethin’, Commodore,” he started with a sigh. “Has he ever killed anyone jus’ for t’ 
hell of it? Has he shed blood simply “cause there was nothin’ t’ do?” 


Norrington considered his words silently, staring into the distance, taking in abstract shapes the 
early-night sky was painting at the horizon. Josh was right, he knew - there had never been any 
unnecessary victims, no needless violence with Jack. He was not like the other pirates, bloodthirsty 
creatures that they were. 


“Ye see, James,” Gibbs went on, gazing at the sea as if it held all the mysteries of the entire world. 
“A pirate’s ship ain’t a navy one, an’ trust me on tha’, I should know t’ difference. A pirate ship’s a 
democracy, C’modore. Ye can’t force people t’ do yer biddin’ with orders an’ t’ fear 0’ god strikin’ 
them.” 

“T think I’m beginning to understand that, yes,” James agreed, licking his lips. The quartermaster 
side-eyed him thoughtfully. 

“That ain’t all though, is it?” 

“No,” he conceded, grimacing, but before he could say anything else, Jack’s voice shot across the 
deck. 

“Mr. Gibbs!” He called, walking out of the cabin. Josh shot Norrington an apologetic look, then 
turned to the captain. 

“Over here!” 

“Ah!” Jack’s face brightened as he neared, swaying left and right in that tantalizing dance of his. 


Norrington watched them warily, his gaze jumping between the two figures as he listened to half- 
audible snippets of conversation. In the end Jack nodded, clapped Gibbs on the back and sauntered 
off, leaving the quartermaster to relay his orders, giving Mr. Cotton coordinates. James’ heart sank 
when he heard them - Port Royal. 


The voyage was swift and soon, they were neatly and peacefully docked next to the Dauntless, a 
feat accomplished by Jack pushing a small treasure cache into the hands of the harbormaster with a 
wink and a few whispered words. It had worked splendidly and immediately after the gangway had 
been extended, the captain had told them to keep to the Pearl, wait for him and not cause any 
trouble. They were supposed to stay there for a few hours only, so the whoring and drinking would 
have to wait till they reached Tortuga. Satisfied when Gibbs assured him that he would keep the 


men in check - not a hard thing to do, nobody liked the prospect of bayonets pointed at them 
sharply - Jack swaggered off and disappeared between the buildings. 


As James watched him go, sequestered inside the captain’s cabin and gazing through the window, 
he felt his stomach squeeze. He was certain that the pirate would never hand him over to the 
authorities, not after he had risked his men and his ship to save him. But the reason for their 
presence in Port Royal was still unknown to him after he had spent the whole night thinking and 
re-thinking his desires, sitting on the crate at the bow and thus, having no way of talking to Jack 
about it. Not that the captain was forthcoming with any information either, choosing instead to lock 
himself in his cabin and pour over charts and logbooks, not paying James any mind. 


Unbidden, Jack’s words came back to Norrington like a wave crashing against a shore. 
If ye can’t stomach bein’ a pirate, maybe it ain’t a life for ye? 


James frowned, contemplating it. He was not cut from the same cloth as Jack - or any of the other 
vagabonds, for that matter - and their way of life would take some getting used to. His talk with 
Gibbs had shone some light on the piratical matters, too, but it still hadn’t helped with the jumbled 
mess of emotions swirling inside him. He could understand the need to pillage and plunder, he 
could probably even stop himself from protesting it too much... But could he force himself to stop 
caring about the crazy captain when Jack did something reckless? Would he adhere to the Code 
and, if things went south, would he dissect himself from Jack and leave him to die? Maybe it 
would be better if he just... removed himself from the picture altogether? What if bringing them to 
Port Royal had been Jack’s subtle way of telling him to get off his ship? 


Shaking his head in derision, feeling his mind swimming dangerously, James decided to do just 
that. If the pirate’s life wasn’t for him, he could try to find his way back into society. Perhaps 
people had already forgotten his little stint on the gallows and he could walk unrecognized among 
them, donning a different name and a set of clothes so unlike him nobody would even blink an 
eye? 


With a sigh, James decided to give it a try and stepped out, making his way quietly to the gangway. 
Most of the crew was busy eating a late dinner in the mess, so it wasn’t difficult to slip past the 
remaining few, and soon, James was walking down the surprisingly dirty streets of Port Royal, 
surprised that not even one head turned in his direction, bearded and with his hair let loose as he 
was. 


He was halfway done with a bottle of rum when a familiar swaying trot pulled him out of his 
musings. He looked up, squinting at the figure looming over him, just to be met with a shockingly 
furious stare of kohl-rimmed eyes. 

“T’ hell d@’ ye think yer doin’?” Jack seethed, glaring down at him. James shrugged, his shirt 
dragging against the wall he had been sitting up against. It was a hot day, but it wasn’t the reason 
he chose a narrow back alley to drown his sorrows in. It was quiet, a characteristic much 
appreciated after the loud tavern he had acquired his drink from an hour earlier, and he needed the 
silence to order his chaotic thoughts. 

“Drinking,” he answered, his voice flat. Jack scoffed. 

“We got plenty o’ rum on t’ Pearl,” the captain reminded him with a pointed look at the bottle. 
“Why don’t ye drink there, hm?” 


“Didn’t think you’d want me there,” James muttered, mostly to himself, but Jack must have heard 
it loud and clear. 

“Eh?” He asked back, cocking his head to the side with a frown. “Why wouldn’t I want ye there? 
Have ye lost yer mind?” 


They fell silent for a long moment, Jack still waiting for a reply, presumably, and James... James 
didn’t know what he was waiting for. Finally, after another swig from the bottle, he waved his 
hand around. 

“Why are we here, Jack?” 

“Fuck if I know,” came the answer, his voice confused. “What’s wrong with t’ fine watering holes 
‘round here? It ain’t me who’s decided t’ drink in a stinkin’ alley.” 

“No... no!” James frowned, then struggled upright, standing on shaky legs and resting his back 
against the wall. “Why are we in Port Royal?” He clarified, staring at the pirate. Only now did he 
register that Jack was holding a sword in his hand... Norrington’s sword. 

“Had some business t’ attend to.” The captain shook his head. “Come on,” he prompted, grabbing 
James’ arm and attempting to tug him away from the wall. “Time t’ go.” 

“Wait. Wait!” Norrington batted his hand away, effectively breaking his grasp. He leaned back. 
“Do you really want me to come with you?” 


At that, Jack paused, tilting his head back curiously, his eyes calculating. James squished the urge 
to avert his gaze. 

“Think it’s you who needs t’ figure that out, luv,” he said at last, shaking his head. 

“T thought...” He hesitated, biting his lip. “I thought you wanted me to leave... That this is why 
we’re here.” 


In a blink of an eye, Jack’s face changed from confused to thunderous. His gaze turned fiery, his 
lips pulling back in a snarl as he jumped, snake-like, and pinned Norrington to the wall. Quick like 
a cobra, he dove in for a wild kiss that lasted only a heartbeat or two, then pulled back again, 
leaving James reeling. 

“T was ready t’ sink that bloody ship t’ save ye,” he growled, sending a rather misplaced shiver 
thundering down James’ spine. “Make up yer mind. We leave at dawn.” And with that, he was 
stepping back, thrusting Norrington’s sword angrily into his suddenly numb hands. After a moment 
of hesitation, the pirate dug inside his coat and produced a leather cover holding what was clearly a 
sheaf of paper. He left it to Norrington, too, then twirled around and stomped away angrily, 
disappearing behind the closest building. 


Jack directed his steps to the nearest tavern, then spent the next couple of hours attempting to drink 
himself stupid. He wasn’t sure what it was about Norrington and his absence at his side, but it 
proved to be a distraction enough to prevent him from consuming as much rum as he wanted to. 
Growling in annoyance, he stumbled out, only half as drunk as he had wanted to be. He took a stroll 
through the half-sleeping town, thinking about the stubborn oaf. 


Maybe he should have revealed his reasons for visiting Port Royal to James, but it wasn’t as if he 
had withheld them on purpose - he had been busy devising a route for their next treasure hunt, and 
James had been... su/king somewhere on the main deck. The captain of a pirate ship can hardly be 
expected to run after members of his crew and bend over backwards to pull them out of whatever 
funk they had fallen into. Besides... Jack knew well what James was going through. Back in the 


day, when he had been faced with the prospect of playing nice with the East India Company, or 
standing up to them and condemning his life to that of a pirate, he had his own little sulky period. 
Last night James had needed time, and time he had gotten. 


And he arrived at the worst possible conclusion, Jack thought grimly, dragging his feet back to the 
docks. He could only wait and hope that the letter of marque he had acquired for James from 
Swann would be enough to restore his life back had he decided to stay in Port Royal - a prospect as 
unwelcome as it seemed inevitable, seeing as the dawn was only a couple of hours away. 


The captain still wasn’t sure how Weatherby Swann had received the permission to pardon James 
and gift him with a letter of marque, but he was glad that the old coot was capable of showing 
some heart towards the fallen. Perhaps he felt guilty about what had happened during his absence, 
perhaps he treated James more like a son and not just an officer in the Navy. Whatever it was, Jack 
was glad it swayed him, and that he could be the one relaying the documents to Norrington after he 
had learned about their existence from one of the letters acquired during their last boarding. 


He should have told James about that, too, probably. Damn him and damn his sulkiness. 


Gritting his teeth, Jack found his way onboard of his Pearl, nodding to a rather inebriated Gibbs. 
His quartermaster barely responded, engrossed in a story he was telling to a wide eyed Harper. Jack 
strode past them, waved to Theo who seemed adamant at teaching Mr. Cotton’s parrot some sort of 
a trick, then went to his cabin, closing the door firmly behind him. His men had their orders, and 
they knew to cast off when the dawn came. It seemed closer and closer, and Jack winced when he 
spotted the first pink hue marking the horizon. Dismayed but not ready to admit that even to 
himself, he eyed a bottle of rum standing on the table, then decided against it. He had no taste for it 
now, he just wanted... 


To sleep. Yes, he nodded to himself, lighting a lamp. He would just get onto his cot, roll under the 
covers and forget everything until they were in Tortuga and he could go back to scheming and 
planning and- 


He yelped when his tumble into bed caused the pillows to groan. Startled, he sat up, tearing the 
covers off- 

“Jamie!” To say he was astonished would be an understatement of the whole century. A pair of 
bleary eyes blinked up at him as James raised himself on one elbow and smiled shyly. 

“T’m sorry, Captain,” he said, his voice gruff with sleep. “I appear to have fallen-” It was as far as 
he could get, before Jack’s mouth was on his, effectively muffling the rest of the words. 


The captain wasn’t particularly inclined to listen to whatever excuse he wanted to make - nothing, 
nothing needed explaining because James was in his bed, on his Pearl, and the world was right 
once again. 

“Ye came,” was all Jack managed between kisses, his hands stealing across Norrington’s chest, 
pushing under his shirt so he could splay his fingers widely over warm skin. “That means... I get t’ 
keep ye?” He asked, pulling back just a fraction, his eyes boring into James’ suddenly more awake 
gaze. The commodore smiled, nodding. 

“If you'll have me, Captain,” he answered, moaning when Jack kissed him deeply once more in 
lieu of a reply. “Wait, wait,” the commodore stopped him after a moment, making the pirate frown 
in confusion. 

“What?” 

“T have one condition,” Norrington said, his voice low, and he hated how uncertain he sounded. 
Jack stared at him imploringly, bidding him to continue. “Don’t be reckless with your life... I 
couldn’ t-” 

“Deal,” the captain whispered against his mouth, cutting him off with a slow, deep kiss that melted 


Norrington’s insides into a pool of lava. 


Beringed fingers tugged James’ shirt up and off, throwing it somewhere to the side. Norrington 
retaliated by divesting Jack of his coat and sash, cursing quietly when the material got tangled 
between them. The pirate huffed out a laugh, helping him, taking over the proceedings, until they 
were both completely naked, staring at each other hungrily. James ran his hands reverently down 
Jack’s tanned skin, skimming over his chest and up his sides, before he pulled the captain closer, 
rocking up and grinding their cocks together. The friction was enough to make Jack shudder and 
groan, and he half-collapsed over James’ body, hiding his face in his neck, his mouth closing over 
the delicate skin. Norrington arched up at the sensation, his head swimming with pleasure, hands 
raking down Jack’s back, encouraging him. 


Before long, the pirate sat up again, fixing him with an imploring look. 

“What d’ ye want, luv?” He rasped, licking his lips when James grinned, bringing his knees up and 
hooking his ankles behind Jack’s back. Well then... With heat spreading through him like wildfire, 
the captain reached up blindly, looking for a jar of salve he kept on the sill above the cot, then 
paused when his fingers encountered something unexpected. He jerked his head up, squinting in 
the low light of the single lamp burning in the cabin. 


James’ sword was resting there, and underneath it, tucked neatly against the scabbard, was the 
letter of marque. Surprised, he glanced at Norington, who shrugged. 

“T thought it would be a waste to get rid of it,” he explained. “You never know when it may be 
useful.” 

“My my, Commodore...” Jack chuckled, delighted. “What a cunning mind ye have!” 

“Pirate,” James replied, beaming at him, and the captain couldn’t help himself - he dove down and 
kissed him senseless. 


Distracted, it took him a while to grope blindly around the sword and the letter, but he managed to 
locate the jar he was looking for. He slicked his fingers quickly and brought his hand between their 
bodies. James helped him find his mark, hitching his hips up, moaning into Jack’s mouth when he 
felt one digit slide in without much resistance. The captain paused, breaking the kiss to watch 
Norrington’s eyes flutter shut, mouth falling open in delight. He moved his hand slowly, dragging 
his finger out, pushing it in right after, amazed at the way James shivered under him, his legs 
widening to better accommodate the angle. 


One finger turned into two quickly, then into three, and soon enough, the pirate was reaching for 
the jar again, surprised and pleased when James stole it right out of his hand, scooping up a 
generous amount and smearing it over Jack’s length. He was so hard the gentle touch truly tested 
his patience, but he resisted the urge to linger in James’ fist, opting instead to line himself up as 
soon as he was prepared and slipping in, slowly and relentlessly, making his lover arch up with a 
bitten-off groan. 

“Jack...” It was a whisper, breezing between them until it disappeared in the half-darkness of the 
cabin, and the captain felt his arms weaken. There was a plea in James’ voice, all wrapped up in 
adoration, and he really didn’t think it was fair to have this man render a scoundrel like him into a 
pliant pool of delight, but there he was, trembling like jib in a storm, lowering himself onto 
Norrington’s body just so he could be closer. 


And then, they were moving, pulling and pushing, withdrawing just to come back together, not 
unlike waves hitching upon a shore, and the sentimental poetry of it wasn’t lost on Jack. He 
wrapped his arms around James, pushing them between his scarred back and the rich sheets, 
keeping them pressed together as he rocked his hips, increasing the pace when the sweet sounds 
falling from his commodore’s lips gained on intensity. 


Surprisingly, though, James was almost completely silent when he finished, giving Jack the most 
appealing display of slack-jawed awe, his breath stuttering out of him in a series of moan-laced 
pants. His whole body seized up, his fingers digging into Jack’s shoulders, and the captain came 
with a whine of his own, his rhythm failing when James’ body clenched tightly around him. 


They lay entwined afterwards, collapsed into a heap of tangled limbs that neither wanted to take 
stock of, hands lazily grazing sweat-slicked skin. Jack hummed in delight when Norrington ran his 
palm across his back, mindlessly following one of the older scars. 

“What made ye decide?” The captain asked lazily, his voice a quiet murmur. 

“When you walked away...” James started, staring idly at the ceiling. “I... I realized I wanted to 
go with you. There’s nothing in Port Royal that still holds any value to me... well, not enough 
value for it to keep me there permanently,” he amended with a small smile, wrapping an arm 
around Jack tightly without any conscious thought. They were silent for a few moments, then- 


“Shortpike’s been called back t’ London in disgrace,” Jack stated, making James frown. 

“What?” He asked back dumbly. “How?” 

“Weatherby,” the pirate answered as if it explained everything. Norrington nudged him on his side, 
digging his fingers between Jack’s ribs and making him huff. “He was mighty displeased when ‘e 
returned from ‘is little trip,” the captain went on, shuffling and twisting, until he could sprawl over 
James more comfortably. “He likes ye enough t’ secure a pardon and a letter of marque for ye, I 
imagine he must ‘ave been furious when he learned ‘bout ye and Theo.” 

“Thank you for that, too,” Norrington whispered, turning his head to press a kiss to Jack’s wild 
dreadlocks. 

“Hmm?” 

“For taking Theo onboard,” he clarified. Jack shrugged. 

“He’s a good man. We just need t’ keep ‘im away from Harper.” 


James couldn’t help himself - he barked out a laugh. He had seen the way those two had been 
together in the past weeks, he was not blind. Nor was he deaf, for that matter. He glanced at Jack 
when the pirate lifted his head to glare at him. 

“What’s so funny, eh?” 

“Do you really think we can keep them away from each other?” Norrington asked back, smirking, 
making Jack huff in annoyance. 

“We need to! I know yer navy types!” Jack pouted, waving his hand around imploringly. “Ye come 
with yer backs straight an’ yer mouths stern, an’ before we know it, ye have us - honest pirates - 
wrapped ‘round yer little fingers!” He accused, but there was no heat in his voice, just a mock 
horror of a seasoned actor who didn’t even bother to play-pretend. James rolled his eyes and leaned 
up to kiss him. 


“So, where to now, oh fearsome Captain of mine?” He inquired, only to be gifted with a raised 
eyebrow. 

“There’s a prize, Jamie!” Jack’s eyes lit up like a lighthouse. 

“You want to hunt another ship so soon?” Norrington sounded skeptical, and the captain shook his 
head. 

“Not yet,” he protested, his eyes flicking up to the sword still resting on the sill. “Didn’t bring it t’ 
decorate me cabin, luv. Ye need t’ practice with somethin’ better than that slab 0’ metal ye’ve been 
using...” he trailed off, thinking it over. “Besides, I think ye should train some o’ those wet rats, 
too. They could use some exercise in a more... gentlemanly swordsmanship.” 

“Yes, Captain,” James agreed, grinning, then reached out to turn down the lamp, plunging the 
cabin in complete darkness once more. 


Outside on the deck, Gibbs glanced at the sails slowly filling with newfound wind. It would be a 
good season, he thought, uncorking his flask and taking a swig of rum. He looked around, spotting 


young Theodore, obviously in the process of admiring the sky above... Or maybe he was just 
staring at Harper, currently busy up at the rigging, fighting a snagged sail. 

“Come on, lads!” He called. “T’ captain said full canvas!” He reminded them, receiving a distant 
“Aye!” Satisfied, he moved on, looking for more rum. 
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